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THE LQVELS OF ARDEN

BY THE AUTHOR OF ¢ LADY AUDLEY'S SECBET,’ ETC.

CuarTER XIX. MR. GRANGER 18 PRECIPITATE. R

LARISSA had little sleep that night. The image of George Fair-
fax, and of that dead soldier whom she pictured darkly like him,
haunted her all through the slow silent hours. Her mother’s story
bad touched her to the heart; but her sympathies were with her father.
Here was a new reason why she should shut her heart against Lady
Geraldine’s lover, if any reason were wanted to strengthen that
sense of honour which reigns supreme in a girl’s unsullied soul. In
her conviction as to what was right she never wavered. She felt
herself very weak where this man was concerned—weak enough to
love him in spite of reason and honour; but she did not doubt her
power to keep that guilty secret, and to hide her weakness from
George Fairfax. -

She had almost forgotten her engagement at Arden Court when
her father came down to his late breakfast, and found her sketching
at a little table near the window, with the affectionate Ponto nestling
close at her side.

I thought you would be dressing for your visit by this time,
Clary,’ he said very graciously.

¢ My visit, papa? O, yes, to the Court,’ she replied, with a
faint sigh of resignation. ‘I had very nearly forgotten all about
it. I was to be there between twelve and one, I think. I shall
have plenty of time to give you your breakfast. It's not eleven
yet.’

‘Be sure you dress yourself becomingly. I don’t want you to
appear at a disadvantage compared with the heiress.’

‘I'll put on my prettiest dress, if you like, papa; but I can’t
wear such silks and laces as Miss Granger wears.’

‘ You will have such things some day, I daresay, and set them
off better than Miss Granger. She is not a bad-looking young

Bzcoxp Bzrims, Yor. V. F.8. Yor. XV. B



6 THE LOVELS OF ARDEN

woman—good complexion, fine figure, and so on—but as stiff as a
poker.’

¢TI think she is mentally stiff, papa ; she is a sort of person I
could never get on with. How I wish you were coming with me
this morning !’ ’

‘I couldn’t manage it, Clarissa. The schools and the model
villagers would be more than I could stand. But at your age you
ought to be interested in that sort of thing; and you really ought
to get on with Miss Granger.’

It was half-past twelve when Miss Lovel opened the gate lead-
ing into Arden Park—the first time that she had ever opened it;
though she had stood so often leaning on that rustic boundary, and
gazing into the well-known woodland, with fond sad looks. There
was an actual pain at her heart as she entered that unforgotten
domain ; and she felt angry with Daniel Granger for having forced
this visit upon her.

¢T suppose he is determined that we shall pay homage to his
wealth, and admire his taste, and drink the bitter cup of humiliation
to the very dregs. If he had any real delicacy of feeling, he would
nnderstand our reluctanee to any intimacy with him.’

While she was thinking of Mr. Granger in this unfriendly spirit,
a step sounded on the winding path before her, and looking up, she
perceived the subject of her thoughts coming quickly towards her.
Was there ever such an intrusive man ? She blushed rosy red with
vexation.

He came to her, with his hat in his hand, looking very big and
stiff and counting-house-like among the flickering shadows of forest
trees; not an Arcadian figure by any means, but with a certain for-
mal business-like dignity about him, for all that; not a man to be
ridiculed or despised.

‘I am glad you have not forgotten your promise to come early,
Miss Lovel,” he said, in his strong sonorous voice. ‘I was just
walking over to the cottage to remind you. Sophia is quite ready
to do the honeurs of her schools. But I shall not let her carry you
off till after luncheon; I want to show you my improvements. I
had set my heart on ycur seeing the Court for the first time—since
its restoration—under my guidance.’

¢ Pompous, insufferable parvenu,’ thought Clarissa, to whom this
desire on Mr. Granger’s part seemed only an odious eagerness to
exhibit his wealth. She little knew how much sentiment there was
involved in this wish of Daniel Granger's.

They came into the open part of the park presently, and she was
fain to confess, that whatever changes had been made—and the altera-
tions here were not many—had been made with a perfect apprecia-
tion of the picturesque. Even the supreme neatness with which the
grounds were now kept did not mar their beauty. Fairy-like young
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plantations of rare specimens of the coniferous tribe had arisen at
every available point of the landscape, wherever there had been bar-
renness before. Here and there the old timber had been thinned a
little, always judiciously. No cockney freaks of faney disfigured the
scene. There were no sham ruins, ne artificial waterfalls poorly sup-
plied with water, no Chinese pagodas, or Swiss cottages, or gothic
hermitages. At one point of the shrubbery where the gloom of cypress
and fir was deepest, they came suddenly on a Grecian temple, whose
slender marble columns might have gleamed amidst the sacred groves
of Diana ; and this was the only indulgence Mr. Granger had allowed -
to an architect’s fancy. Presently, at the end of a wide avenue, a
broad alley of turf between two lines of unrivalled beeches, the first
glimpse of the Court burst upon Clarissa’s sight —unchanged and -
besntiful. A man must have been a Goth, indeed, who had altered
the outward aspect of the place by a hair’s breadth.

The house was surrounded by a moat, and there was a massive
stone gateway, of older date than the Court itself—though that waa
old—dividing & small prim garden from the park ; this gatehouse
was a noble piece of masonry, of the purest gothic, rich with the
mellow tint of age, and almost as perfect as in the days when some
wandering companionship of masons gave the last stroke of their
chisels to the delicate tracery of window and parapet.

The Court formed three sides of a_quadrangle. A dear old place,
lovable rather than magnificent, yet with all the grandeur of the
middle ages; a place that might have stood a siege perhaps, but
had evidently been built for a home. The garden originally be-
longing to the house was simplicity itself, and covered scarcely an
acre. All round the inner border of the moat there ran a broad
terrace-walk, divided by a low stone balustrade from a grassy bank

that sloped down to the water. The square plot of ground before
the house was laid out in quaint old flower-beds, where the roses.
seemed, to Clarissa at least, to flourish as they flourished nowhere
else. The rest of the garden consisted of lawn and flower-beds, with
more roses. There were no trees near the house, and the stables
and out-offices, which made a massive pile of building, formed a back-
ground to the grave old gothic mansion.

‘Without, at least, Mr. Granger had respected the past. Clarissa.
felt relieved by this moderation, and was inclined to think him a little
less hateful. So far he had said nothing which could seem to betray
a boastful spirit. He had watched her fuce and listened to her few
remarks with a kind of deferential eagerness, as if it had been &
matter of vital importance to him that she should approve what he
had done. A steward, who had been intrusted with the condact of
alterations and renovations during the absence of his master, could
searcely have appeared more anxious as to the result of his opera-
tions. The great iron gates under the gothic archway steod wide
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open, just as they had been wont to do in Mr. Lovel’s time, and
Clarissa and her companion passed into the quiet garden. How well
she remembered the neglected air of the place when last she had seen
it—the mossgrown walks, the duckweed in the moat, the straggling
rose-bushes, everything out of order, from the broken weathercock
on one of the gateway towers, to the scraper by the half-glass door
in one corner of the quadrangle, which had been used instead of the
chief entrance! It seems natural to a man of decayed fortune to
shut up his hall-door and sneak in and out of his habitation by some
obscure portal.

Now all was changed; a kind of antique primness, which had
no taint of cockney stiffness, pervaded the scene. One might have
expected to see Sir Thomas More or Lord Bacon emerge from the
massive gothic porch, and stroll with slow step and meditative aspect
towards the stone sun-dial that stood in the centre of that square
rose-garden. The whole place had an air of doublet and hose. It
seemed older to Clarissa than when she had seen it last—older and
yet newer, like the palace of the Sleeping Beauty, restored, after a
century of decay, to all its original grandeur.

The door under the porch stood open; but there were a couple
of men in a sober livery waiting in the hall—footmen who had
never been reared in those Yorkshire wildls—men with powdered
hair, and the stamp of Grosvenor-square upon them. These flew
to open inner doors, and Clarissa began with wonder to behold the
new glories of the mansion. She followed Mr. Granger in silence
through dining- and billiard-rooms, saloon and picture-gallery, bou-
doir and music - room, in all of which the Elizabethan air, the
solemn grace of & departed age, had been maintained with a mar-
vellous art. Money can do so much ; above all where & man has no
bigoted belief in his own taste or capacity, and will put his trust in
the intelligence of artists by genius and profession. Daniel Granger
had done this. He had said to an accomplished architect, ‘I give
you the house of my choice; make it what it was in its best days.
Improve wherever you can, but alter as little as possible ; and, above
all, no modernising.’

Empowered by this carte blanche, the architect had given his
soul to dreams of mediwval splendour, and had produced a place
which, in its way, was faultless. No matter that some of the carved-
oak furniture was fresh from the chisel of the carver, while other
things were the spoil of old Belgian churches; that the tapestry in
one saloon was as old as the days of its designer, Boucher, and that
in the adjoining chamber made on purpose for Arden Court at the
Gobelins manufactory of his Imperial Majesty Napoleon III. No
matter that the gilt-leather hangings in one room had hung there
in the reign of Charles I., while those in another were supplied by
a west-end upholsterer. Perfect taste had harmonised every detail ;
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there was not so ‘much as a footstool or a curtain that could have
been called an anachronism. Clarissa looked at all these things
with a strange sense of wandering somewhere in a dream. It was,
and yet was not, her old home. There was nothing incongruous.
The place scarcely seemed new to her, though everything was altered.
It was only as it onght to have been always.

She remembered the bare rooms, the scanty shabby furniture of
the Georgian era, the patches and glimpses of faded splendour here
and there, the Bond-street prettinesses and fripperies in her mo-
ther’s boudoir, which, even in her early girlhood, had grown tawdry °
and rococo, the old pictures rotting in their tarnished frames; every-
thing with that sordid air of poverty and decay upon it.

‘ Well, Miss Lovel,” Daniel Granger said at last, when they
had gone through all the chief rooms almost in silence, ‘do you
approve of what has been done ?’

‘It is beautiful,” Clarissa answered, ¢ most beautiful; ¢but—
but it breaks my heart to see it!’

The words were wrung from her somehow. In the next
moment she was ashamed of them — it seemed like the basest

envy.

‘0, pray, pray do not think me mean or contemptible, Mr.
Granger,’ she said; ‘it is not that I envy you your house, only it
was my home so0 long, and I always felt its neglect so keenly; and
to see it now so beautiful, as I could have only pictured it in my
dreams, and even in them I could not fancy it so perfect !’

¢ It may be your home again, Clarissa, if you care to make it
so,’ said Mr. Granger, coming very close to her, and with a sudden
passion in his voice. I little thought when I planned this place
that it would one day seem worthless to me without one lovely mis-
tress. It is all yours, Clarissa, if you will have it—and the heart
of its master, who never thought that it was in his nature to feel
what he feels for you.’

He tried to take her hand; but she shrank away from him,
trembling a little, and with a frightened look in her face.

‘Mr. Granger, O, pray, pray don't—’

‘For God’'s sake don’t tell me that this seems preposterous or
hateful to you—that you cannot value the love of a man old enough
to be your father. You do not know what it is for a man of my age
and my character to love for the first time. I had gone throngh
life heart-whole, Clarissa, till I saw you. Between my wife and me
there was never more than liking. She was a good woman, and I
respected her, and we got on very well together. That was all.
Clarissa, tell me that there is some hope. I ought not to have
spoken so soon; I never meant to be such a fool — but the words
came in spite of me. O, my dearest, don’t crush me with a point-
blank refusal. I know that all this must seem strange to you. Let
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it pass. Think no more of anything I have said till you know me
better—till you find my love is .worth having. I believe I fell in
love with you that first afternoon in the library at Hale. From that
time forth your face haunted me—like some beautiful picture—the
loveliest thing I had ever seen, Clarissa !’

¢TI cannot answer you, Mr. Granger,’ she said, in a broken voice;
¢ you have shocked and surprised me so much, I—’

¢ Shocked and surprised you! That seems hard.’

In that very moment it flashed upon her that this was what
her father and Lady Laura Armstrong had wished to bring about.
She was to win back the lost heritage of Arden Court—win it by the
sacrifice of every natural feeling of her heart, by the barter of her
very self.

How much more Mr. Granger might have said there is no know-
ing—for, once having spoken, a man is loth to leave such a subject
a8 this unexhausted—but there came to Clarissa’s relief the rustling
sound of a stiff silk dress, announcing the advent of Miss Granger,
who sailed towards them through a vista of splendid rooms, with a
stately uncompromising air that did not argue the warmest possible
welcome for her guest. '

‘1 have been hunting for you everywhere, papa,’ she said in an
aggrieved tone. ¢ Where have you been hiding Miss Lovel ?’

And then she held out her hand and shook hands with Clarissa
in the eoldest manner in which it was possible for a human being to
perform that ceremony. She looked at her father with watchful
suspicions eyes as he walked away to one of the windows, not caring
that his daughter should see his face just at that moment. There
was Something, evidently, Sophia thought—something which it con-
cerned her to discover.

CHAPTER XX.

MODEL VILLAGERS.

TrEY went to luncheon in a secondary dining-room—a.cosy little
apartment, which served pleasantly for all small gatherings, and had
that social air so impossible in a spacious and grandiose banqueting-
chamber—a perfect gem of a room, hung with gilt leather, relieved
here and there by a choice picture in a frame of gold and ebony.
Here the draperies were of a dark glowing crimson cat velvet, which
the sunshine brightened into ruby. The only ornaments in this
room were a pair of matchless Venetian girandoles on the mantel-
piece, and a monster Pallissy dish, almost as elaborate in design as
the shield of Achilles, on the oaken buffet.

The luncheon was not a very genial repast ; Miss Granger main-
tained a stately sulkiness; Clarissa had not yet recovered from the
agitation which Mr. Granger’s most unexpected avowal had occa-
sioned ; and even the strong man himself felt his nerves shaken,
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and knew that he was at a disadvantage, between the daughter who
saspected him and the woman who had all but refused his hand.
He did his utmost to seem at his ease, and to beguile his daughter
into & more cordial bearing ; but there was a gloom upon that little
party of three which was palpa.bly oppressive. It seemed in vain to
struggle against that dismal influence. Mr. Granger felt relieved
when, just at the close of the meal, his butler announced that Mr.
Tillott was in the drawing-room. Mr. Tillott was a mild inoffensive
young man of High-church tendencies, the curate of Arden.

‘I asked Tillott to go round the schools with us this afternoon,’
Mr. Granger said to his daughter in an explanatory tone. ‘I know
what an interest he takes in the thing, and I thought it would be
pleasanter.’

‘ You are very kind, papa,’ Miss Gmnaer replied, with implacable
stiffiness ; ¢ but I really don’t see what we want with Mr. Tillott, or
with you either. There’s not the least reason that we should take
you away from your usual occupations; and you are generally so
busy of an afternoon. Miss Lovel and I can see everything there is
to be seen, without any escort ; and I have always heard you com-
plain that my schools bored you.’

¢ Well, perhaps I may have had rather an overdose of the philan-
thropic business occasionally, my dear,’ answered Mr. Granger, with
a good-humoured laugh. ¢ However, I have set my heart upon see-
ing how all your improvements affect Miss Lovel. She has such a
peculiar interest in the place, you see, and is so identified with the
people. I thought you'd be pleased to have Tillott. He’s really a
good fellow, and you and he always seem to have so much to talk
about.’

On this they all repaired to the drawing-room, where Mr. Tillott
the curate was sitting at a table, turning over the leaves of an
illaminated psalter, and looking altogether as if he had just posed
himself for a photograph.

To this mild young man Miss Granger was in & manner com-
pelled to relax the austerity of her demeanour. She even smiled in
a frosty way as she shook hands with him; but she had no less a
sense of the fact that her father had out-manemuvred her, and that
this invitation to Mr. Tillott was a crafty design whereby he in-
tended to have Clarissa all to himself during that afternoon.

‘I am sorry you could not come to luncheon with us, Tillott,’
said Mr. Granger in his hearty way. ¢ Or are you sure, by the bye,
that you have taken luncheon? We can go back to the dining-room
and hear the last news of the parish while you wash down some
game-pie with a glass or two of the old madeira.’

¢ Thanks, you are very good ; but I never eat meat on Wednes-
_ days or Fridays. I had a hard-boiled egg and some cocoa at half-
past seven this morning, and shall take nothing more till sunset. T
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had duties at Swanwick which detained me till within the last half-
hour, or I should have been very happy to have eaten a biscuit with
you at your lancheon.’

¢ Upon my word, Tillott, you are the most indefatigable of men ;
bat I really wish you High-church people had not such a fancy for
starving yourselves. So much expenditure of brain-power must in-
volve a waste of the coarser material. Now, Sophy, if you and
Miss Lovel are ready, we may as well start.’

They went out into the sunny quadrangle, where the late roses
were blooming with all their old luxuriance. How well Clarissa re-
membered them in those days when they had been the sole glory of
the neglected place! In spite of Sophia, who tried her hardest to
prevent the arrangement, Mr. Granger contrived that he and Clarissa
should walk side by side, and that Mr. Tillott should completely ab-
sorb his daughter. This the curate was by no means indisposed
to do; for, if the youthful saint had a weakness, it lay in the direc-
tion of vanity. He sincerely admired the serious qualities of Miss
Granger’s mind, and conceived that, blest with such a woman and
with the free use of her fortune, he might achieve a rare distinction
for his labours in the fold, to say nothing of placing himself on the
high-road to a bishopric. Nor was he inclined to think Miss Gran-
ger indifferent to his own merits, or that the conquest would be by
any means an impossible one. It was a question of time, he thought ;
the sympathy between them was too strong not to take some higher
development. He thought of St. Francis de Sales and Madame de
Chantal, and fancied himself intrusted with the full guidance of
Miss Granger’s superior mind.

They walked across the park to a small gothic gateway, which
had been made since the close of Marmaduke Lovel’s reign. Just
outside this stood the new schools, also gothic, and with that bran-
new aspect against which architecture can do nothing. They would
be picturesque, perhaps, ten years hence. To-day they had the odour
of the architect’s drawing-board.

Beyond the schools there were some twenty cottages, of the same
modern gothic, each habitation more or less borne down and in a
manner extinguished by its porch and chimney. If the rooms had
been in reasonable proportion to the chimneys, the cottages would
have been mansions; but gothic chimneys are pleasing objects, and
the general effect was good. These twenty cottages formed the be-
ginning of Mr. Granger’s model village—a new Arden, which was
to arise on this side of the Court. They were for the most part
inhabited by gardeners and labourers more or less dependent on
Arden Court, and it had been therefore an easy matter for Miss
Granger to obtain a certain deference to her wishes from the tenants.

The inspection of the schools and cottages was rather a tedious
business. Sophia would not let her companions off with an iota less
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than the whole thing. Her model pupils were trotted out and ex-
smined in the Scriptures—always in Kings and Chronicles—and
evinced a familiarity with the ways of Jezebel and Rehoboam that
msde Clarissa blush at the thought of her own ignorance. Then
there came an exhibition of plain needlework, excruciatingly sug-
gestive of impaired eyesight ; then fancy-work, which Miss Granger
contemplated with a doubtful air, as having a frivolous tendency ;
and then the schoolmistress’s parlour and kitchen were shown, and
displayed so extreme a neatness that made one wonder how she
could ever venture to exist in them ; and then the garden, where the
heels of one’s boots seemed a profanation; and then, the schools
and schoolhouses being exhausted, there came the cottages.

How Clarissa’s heart bled for the nice clean motherly women
who were made to go through their paces for Miss Granger’s glori-
fication, and were fain to confess that their housekeeping had been
all a delusion and a snare till that young lady taught them domestic
economy! How she pitied them as the severe Sophia led the way
into sacred corners, and lifted the lids of coppers and dustholes, and
opened cupboard-doors, and once, with an aspect of horror, detected
an actual cobweb lurking in an angle of the whitewashed wall! Cla-
rissa could not admire things too much, in order to do away with
some of the bitterness of that microscopic survey. Then there was
such cross-examination about church-going, and the shortcomings
of the absent husbands were so ruthlessly dragged into the light of
day. The poor wives blushed to own that these had still a lurking
desire for an occasional social evening at the Coach and Horses, in
spite of the charms of a gothic chimney, and a porch that was
massive enough for the dungeon of a medieval fortress. Miss Gran-
ger and the curate played into each other’s hands, and between the
two the model villagers underwent a kind of moral dissection. It
was dreary work altogether ; and Daniel Granger had been guilty of
more than one yawn before it was all over, even though he had the
new delight of being near Clarissa all the time. It was finished at
last. One woman, who in her benighted state had known Miss
Lovel, had shown herself touched by the sight of her.

‘You never come anigh me now, miss,’ she said tenderly, ‘though
I've knowed you ever since you was a little girl ; and it would do
my heart good to see your sweet face here once in a way.’

¢ You've better friends now, you see, Mrs. Rice,” Clarissa ans-
wered gently. ‘I could do so little for you. But I shall be pleased
to look in upon you now and then.’

‘Do’ee, now, miss ; me and my master will be right down glad
to see you. How ever kind new friends may be,’ this was said with
a conciliatory curtsey to Miss Granger, ¢ we can’t forget old friends.
We haven’t forgot your goodness when my boy Bill was laid up with
the fever, miss, and how you sat beside his bed and read to him.’
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It was at this juncture that Sophia espied another cobweb, after
which the little party left this the last of the cottages, and walked
back to the park, Daniel Granger still by Clarissa’s side. He did
not make the faintest allusion to that desperate avowal of the morn-
ing. He was indeed craelly ashamed of his precipitation, feeling
that he had gone the very way to ruin his cause. All that after-
noon, while his daughter had been peering into coppers and wash-
ing-tubs and dustholes, he had been meditating upon the absurdity
of his conduct, and hating himself for his folly. He was not a man
who suffered from a mean opinion of his own merits. On the con-
trary, in all the ordinary commerce of life he fancied himself more
than the equal of the best among his fellow-men. He had never
wished himself other than what he was, or mistrusted his own judg-
ment, or doubted that he, Daniel Granger, was a very important
atom in the scheme of creation. But in this case it was different.
He knew himself to be a grave middle-aged man, with none of those
attributes that might have qualified him to take a young woman’s
heart by storm ; and as surely as he knew this, he also knew him-
self to be passionately in love. All the happiness of his future life
depended on this girl who walked by his side, with her pale calm
face and deep hazel eyes. If she should refuse him, all would be
finished for him. He had dreamed his dream, and life could never
any more be what it had been for him. The days were past in which
he himself had been all-sufficient for his own happiness. But, though
he was angry with himself for that hasty betrayal of his feelings, he
did not altogether despair. It is not easy to reduce a man of his
age and character to the humble level of a despairing lover. He
had so much to bestow, and could not separate himself in his own
mind from those rich gifts of fortune which went along with him.
No, there was every chance of ultimate success, he thought, in spite
of his rashness of that morning. He had only to teach himself
patience—to bide his time.

CuarTeEr XXI.

VERY FAR GONE.

IT was a little after six when they came to the gateway of the
Court, at which point Mr. Tillott made his adieux. Mr. Granger would
have been very glad to ask him to dinner, had he not promised Mr.
Lovel that they would be quite alone; so he made up for any appa-
rent inhospitality towards the curate by a hearty invitation for the
following Sunday. ’

There was nearly an hour and a half before dinner ; but Sophia
carried off her guest to her own rooms at once, for the revision of
her toilet, and detained her in those upper regions until just before
the ringing of the second bell, very much to the aggravation of Mr.
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Granger, who paced the long drawing-room in dismal solitude, wait-
ing for Mr. Lovel’s arrival.

In her own rooms Miss Granger became a shade more gracious
to Clarissa. The exhibition of her sanctum sanctorum was always
pleasing to her. It was the primmest of apartments, half study,
half office ; and Sophia, one of whose proudest boasts was of her
methodical habits, here displayed herself in full force. It seemed
as if she had inherited all the commercial faculties of her father, and
having no other outlet for this mercantile genius, was fain to expend
ber gifts upon the petty details of a woman’s life. Never had Clarissa
seen such a writing-table, with so many pigeon-holes for the classi-
fieation of documents, and such ranges of drawers with Brahma locks.
Miss Granger might have carried on a small banking business with
less paraphernalia than she employed in the conduct of her house-
keeping and philanthropy.

‘I am my own housekeeper,’ she told Clarissa trinmphantly, ‘and
know the consumption of this large establishment to an ounce.
There is no stint of anything, of course. The diet in the servants’
hall is on the most liberal scale, but there is no waste. Every cin-
der produced in the house is sifted; every candle we burn has been
in stock & twelvemonth. I could not pretend to teach my cottagers
economy if I did not practise it myself. I rule everything by the
doctrine of averages—so much consumed in one month, so much
necessarily required in another ; and I redace everything to figures.
Figures cannot deceive, as I tell Mrs. Plumptree, my cook, when she
shows me a result that I cannot understand or accept. And there
are my books.’

Miss Granger waved her hand towards a row of most uncom-
promising-looking volumes of the ledger or day-book species. The
delight which she displayed in these things was something curious
to behold. Every small charity Miss Granger performed, every
shartcoming of the recipients thereof, was recorded in those inexor-
able volumes. She had a book for the record of the church-going,
a book for the plain needlework, and was wont to freeze the young
blood of her school-children by telling them at the end of the year
how many inches of cambric frilling they had hemmed, and how many
times they had missed afternoon service. To them she appeared
an awful supernatural creature—a kind of prophetess, sent upon earth

for their correction and abasement.

On a solid ecclesiastical-looking oak table in one of the windows
Miss Granger had a row of brass-bound money-boxes, inscribed, ¢ For
the Home Mission,” ¢ For the Extra Curate Society,’ and so on—
boxes into which Miss Granger’s friends and visitors were expected
to drop their mite. Clarissa felt that if she had been laden down
with shillings, she could not for her very life have approached those
formidable boxes to drop one in under Miss Granger's ken; but, of
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course, this was a morbid fancy. On another table there were little
piles of material for plain work ;-so prim, so square, so geometrically
precise, that Clarissa thought the flannel itself looked cold—a hard,
fibrous, cruel fabric, that could never be of use to mortal flesh except
as an irritant.

Miss Granger’s bed-room and dressing-room were like Miss Gran-
ger’s morning-room. No frivolous medisvalism here, no dainty up-
holsterer’s work in many-coloured woods, but solid mahogany, relieved
by solemn draperies of drab damask, in & style that the wise Sophia
called unpretentious. The chief feature in one room was a sewing-
machine that looked like a small church organ, and in the other a
monster medicine-chest, from the contents of which Miss Granger
dealt out doses of her own concoction to her parishioners. Both of
these objects she showed to Clarissa with pride, but the medicine-
chest was evidently the favourite.

Having improved the time after this manner till twenty minutes
past seven, with a very brief interval devoted to the duties of the
toilet, the two young ladies went down to the drawing-room, where
the lamps were lighted, and Mr. Lovel just arrived.

That gentleman had the honour of taking Miss Granger in to
dinner, and did his utmost to render himself agreeable to her in a
quiet undemonstrative way, and to take the gauge of her mental
powers. She received his attentions graciously enough—indeed it
would not have been easy for any one to be ungracious to Marma-
duke Lovel when he cared to please—but he could see very clearly
that she suspected the state of affairs, and would be, to the last de-
gree, antagonistic to his own and his daughter’s interests. He saw
how close & watch she kept upon her father all through the dinner,
and how her attention was distracted every now and then when he
was talking to Clarissa.

¢It is only natural that she should set her face against the busi-
ness,’ he said to himself; ‘no woman in her position could be ex-
pected to act otherwise ; but it strikes me that Granger is not a man
likely to be influenced by domestic opposition. He is the kind of
man to take his own way, I fancy, in defiance of an opposing uni-
verse—a very difficult man to govern. He seems over head and
ears in love, however, and it will be Clarissa’s own fault if she doesn’t
do what she likes with him. Heaven grant she may prove reason-
able! Most women would be enchanted with such an opportunity,
but with a raw schoolgirl there is no knowing. And that fellow
Fairfax’s influence may work against us, in spite of her protestations
last night.’

This was the gist of Mr. Lovel’s disjointed musings during the
progress of the dinner ; but he took care not to neglect Miss Granger
even for a moment, and he gave her very little time to listen to her
father’s conversation with Clarissa.
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The dinner ceremonial was performed in a manner which seemed
perfection, even to the fastidious taste of Marmaduke Lovel. There
vas not the faintest indication of ostentation. Daniel Granger’s
father had been rich before him ; he had been born in the commer-
dal purple, as it were, and none of these things were new to him.
Before the Arden-Court days he had occupied a handsome modern
country house southward, near Doncaster. He had only expanded
his style of living after the purchase of the Court, that was all. He
had good taste too, and a keen sense of the incongruous. He did
ot affect the orchids and frivolous floral decorations, the fragile
fuiry-like glass, with which Lady Laura Armstrong brightened her
dinner-table ; but, on the other hand, his plate, of which he exhi-
bited no vulgar profusion, was in the highest art, the old Indian china
dinner-service scarcely less costly than solid silver, and the heavy
diamond-cut glass, with gold emblazonment of crest and monogram,
worthy to be exhibited behind the glazed doors of a cabinet. There
was no such abomination as gas in the state chambers of Arden
Court. Innumerable candles, in antique silver candelabra, gave a
subdued brightness to the dining-room. More candles, in sconces
against the walls, and two pairs of noble moderator-lamps, on bronze
and ormolu pedestals six feet high, lighted the drawing-room. In
the halls and corridors there was the same soft glow of lamplight.
Only in kitchens and out offices and stables was the gas permitted
to blaze merrily for the illumination of cooks and scullions, grooms
and helpers.

Miss Granger only lingered long enough to trifle with a cluster
of purple hothouse grapes before giving the signal for withdrawal.
Her father started up to open the ‘dining-room door, with a little
sudden sigh. He had had Clarissa all to himself throughout the
dinner, and had been very happy, talking about things that were
commonplace enough in themselves, but finding a perfect content-
ment in the fact that he was talking to her, that she listened to
. him and smiled upon him graciously, with a sweet self-possession
that put him quite at his ease. She had recovered from that awk-
ward scene of the morning, and had settled in her own mind that
the business was rather absurd than serious. She had only to take
care that Mr. Granger never had any second opportunity for in-
dulging in such folly.

He held the door open as Clarissa and his daughter went out
of the room—held it till that slim girlish figure had vanished at the
end of the corridor, and then came back to his seat with another

:Very far gone,” Mr. Lovel thought, smiling ever so little, as
he bent over his claret-glass, pretending to admire the colour of the
wine.

It was really wonderful. That vague dream which had grown



18 THE LOVELS OF ARDEN

out of Lady Laura’s womanly hints, that pleasant phantom which
she had conjured up in Mr. Lovel’s mental vision a month or two
ago, in the midsummer afternoon, had made itself into a reality so
quickly as to astound a man too Horatian in his philosophy to be
easily surprised. The fish was such & big one to be caught se
easily—without any exercise of those subtle mancenvres and Machi-
avellian artifices in which the skilful angler delights—nay, to pounce
open-eyed upon the hook, and swallow it bodily !

Mr. Granger filled his glass with such a nervous hand, that half
the claret he poured out ran upon the shining oak table. He wiped
up the spilt wine clumsily enough, with a muttered denunciation of
his own folly, and then made a feeble effort to talk about indifferent
things.

It was no use; with every appearance of courtesy and interest
Mr. Lovel contrived not to help him. One subject after another
fell flat : the state of the Conservative party, the probability of a
war—there is always a probability of war somewhere, according to
after-dinner politicians — the aspect of the country politically and -
agriculturally, and so on. No, it was no use; Daniel Granger broke
down altogether at last, and thought it best to unbosom himself.

¢ There is something that I think you have a right to know,
Mr. Lovel,” he said, in an awkward hesitating way; ¢something
which I should scarcely like you to learn from your daughter’s lips,
should she think it worth her while to mention it, before you have
heard it from mine. The fact is, in plain English’—he was playing
with his dessert-knife as he spoke, and seemed to be debating within
himself whereabouts upon the dining-table he should begin the carv-
ing of his name—* the fact is, I made an abject fool of myself this
morning. I love your daughter—and told her so.’

Mr. Lovel gave a little start, the faintest perceptible movement,
expressive of a gentle astonishment.

‘I need hardly tell you that you have taken me entirely by
surprise,’ he said in his quietest tone.

¢ Of course not. People always are surprised when a man of
my age presumes to fall in love with a beautiful girl of eighteen or
twenty. If I were to marry some worn-out woman of fashion, some
battered widow, steeped to the lips in the worst worldly experience;
every one would call the match the most suitable thing possible.
But if 8 man of fifty ventures to dream & brighter dream, he is con-
demned at once for a fool.’

¢ Pardon me, my dear Granger; I have no idea of looking at
things in that light. I only remark that you surprise me, as you
no doubt surprised my daughter by any avowal you may have made
this morning.’

‘Yes; und, I fear, disgusted her still more. I daresay I did
my cause all the harm that it was possible to do it.’
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‘I must own that you were precipitate,” Mr. Lovel answered,
with his quiet smile. He felt as if he had been talking to a school-
boy. In his own words the man was so ¢ very far gone.’

‘1 shall know how to be more careful in future, if not wiser; but
I suffered myself to be carried away by impulse this morning. It was
altogether unworthy of—of my time of life.” This was said rather
bitterly. ¢ Frankly, now, Mr. Lovel : if in the future I were able to

gain some hold upon your daughter’s affection—without that I would
do nothing, no, so help me heaven, however passionately I might
love her ; if I could—if, in spite of the difference of our ages, I could
win her heart — would you be in any way antagonistic to such a
marriage 2’

¢ On the contrary, my dear Granger.” Mr. Lovel had already
something of the tone of a father-in-law.. ° Slight as our actnal
acquaintance has been, I think I know the estimsble qualities of
your character well enough from other sources to be able to say
that such a marriage would he eminently pleasing to me. Nor is
this all. I mean to be perfectly candid with you, Granger. My
daughter and myself have both an almost romantic attachment to
this place, and I freely own that it would be very delightful to me
to see her mistress of her old home. But, at the same time, I give
you my honour that nothing would induce me to govern her choice
by the smallest exercise of parental influence. If you can win her,
win her, and my best wishes shall go with your wooing ; but I will
utter no word to persuade her to be your wife.’

¢ I respect you for that resolution ; I think I should have asked

vou to be neutral, if you hadn't said as much. I couldn’t stand the
idea of a wife driven into my arms by fatherly coercion. I suppose
such things are done in modern society. No, I must win my trea-
sure myself, or not at all. I have everything against me, no doubt,
except a rival. There is no fear of that, is there, Lovel ?’

¢ Not the slightest. Clarissa is the merest schoolgirl. Her visit

to Lady Laura Armstrong was her first glimpse of the world. No,
Granger, you have the field all before you. It must go hard with
you if you do not emerge from the struggle as a conqueror. And
vou strike me as a man not given to succumb.’

¢ I never yet set myself to do a thing which I didn’t accomplish
in the long run,’ answered Mr. Granger ; ¢ but then I never set my-
self to win a woman’s heart. My wife and I came together easily
enough—in the way of business, as I may say—and liked each other
well enough, and I regretted her honestly when she was gone, poor
soul! but that was all. I was never ‘‘in love” till I knew your
daughter ; never understood the meaning of the phrase. Of all the
accidents that might have happened to me, this is the most sur-
prising to myself, believe me. I can never make an end of wonder-
ing at my own folly.’



20 THE LOVELS OF ARDEN

¢ I do not know why you should call it & folly. You are only in
the very middle of a man’s life; you have a fortune that exempts
you from all care and labour, and of course at the same time leaves
you more or less without occupation. Your daughter will marry and
leave you in a year or two, no doubt. Without some new tie your
future existence must needs be very empty.’

‘I have felt that; but only since I have loved your daughter.’

This was all. The men came in with coffee, and put an end to
all confidential converse ; after which Mr. Granger seemed very glad
to go -back to the drawing-room, where Clarissa was playing a
mazurka ; while Sophia sat before a great frame, upon which some
splendid achievement in Berlin woolwork, that was to be the glory of
an approaching charity bazaar, was rapidly advancing towards comple-
tion. The design was a.group of dogs, after Landseer, and Miss
Granger was putting in the pert black nose of a Skye-terrier as the
gentlemen entered. The two ladies were as far apart as they well
could be in the spacious room, and had altogether an inharmonious
air, Mr. Granger thought; but then he was nervously anxious that
these two should become friends.

He went straight to the piano, and seated himself near Clarissa,
almost with the air of having a right to take that place.

¢ Pray, go on playing,’ he said ; ‘that seems very pretty music.
I am no judge, and I don’t pretend to care for that classical music
which every one talks about nowadays, but I know what pleases me.’

The evening was not an especially gay one; but it seemed plea-
sant enough to Mr. Granger, and he found himself wondering at its
brevity. He showed Clarissa some of his favourite pictures. His
collection of modern art was a fine one—not large, but very perfect
in its way, and he was delighted to see her appreciation of his trea-
sures. Here at least was a point upon which they might sympathise.
He had been a good deal worried by Sophia’s obtuseness upon all
artistic matters.

Mr. Lovel was not very sorry when the fly from the Arden Inn
was announced, and it was time to go home. The pictures were
fine, no doubt, and the old house was beautiful in its restored splen-
dour; but the whole business jarred upon Marmaduke Lovel's sensi-
tive nerves just a little, in spite of the sudden realisation of that
vague dream of his. This place might be his daughter’s home, and
he return to it, but not as its master. The day of his glory was
gone. He was doubtful if he should even care to inhabit that house
as his daughter’s guest. He had to remind himself of the desperate
condition of his own circumstances before he could feel duly grateful
to Providence for his daughter’s subjugation of Daniel Granger.

He was careful to utter no word about her conquest on the way
home, or during the quarter of an hour Clarissa spent with him be-
fore going to her room.
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‘ You look pale and tired, my child,’ he said, with a sympathetic
air, turning over the leaves of a book as he spoke. :

‘The day was rather fatiguing, papa,’ his daughter answered
listlessly, < and Miss Granger is a tiring person. She is so strong-
minded, that she makes one feel weak and helpless by the mere force
of contrast.’

‘Yes, she is a tiring person, certainly ; but I think I had the
worst of her at dinner and in the evening.’

‘ But there was all the time before dinner, papa. She showed
us her cottages—O, how I pitied the poor people} though I daresay-
she is kind to them, in her way; but imagine any one ‘coming in
here and opening all our cupboards, and spying out cobwebs, and
giving a little shriek at the discovery of a mew loaf in our larder.
She found out that one of her model cottagers had been eating new
bread. She said it gave her quite a revulsion of feeling. And then
when we went home she showed me her account-books and her
medicine-chest. It was very tiring.’

‘Poor child ! and this young woman will have Arden Court some
day—unless her father should marry again.’

Clarissa’s pale face flamed with sudden crimson.

¢ Which he is pretty sure to do, sooner or later,” continued Mr.
Lovel, with an absent meditative air, as of a man who discusses the
most indifferent subject possible. ‘I hope he may. It would be a
pity for such a place to fall into such hands. She would make it a
phalanstery, a nest for Dorcas societies and callow curates.’

¢ But if she does good with her money, papa, what more could
one wish ?’

‘I don’t believe that she would do much good. There is a
pinched hard look about the lower part of her face which makes me
fancy she is mean. I believe she would hoard her money, and make
a great talk and fuss about nothing. Yes, I hope Granger will marry
again. The house is very fine, isn’t it, since its renovation ?’

‘It is superb, papa. Dearly as I loved the place, I did not
think it could be made so beautiful.’

‘Yes, and everything has been done in good taste, too,” Mr.
Lovel went on, in rather a querulous tone. ‘I did not expect to
see that. But of course a man of that kind has only to put himself
into the hands of a first-class architect, and if he is lucky enough to
select an architect with an artistic mind, the thing is done. All the
rest is merely a question of money. Good heavens, what a shabby
sordid hole this room looks, after the place we have come from !

The room was not so bad as to merit that look of angry disgust
with which Mr. Lovel surveyed it. Curtains and carpet were some-
thing the worse for wear, the old-fashioned furniture was a little
sombre; but the rich binding of the books and a rare old bronze here
and there redeemed it from commonness—poor jetsam and flotsam
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from the wreck of the great house, but enough to give some touch of
elegance to meaner things.

0, paps,’ Clarissa cried reproachfully, ¢ the room is very nice,
and we have been peaceful and happy in it. Idon't suppose all the
splendour of Arden would have made us much happier. Those ex-
ternal things make so little difference.’

She thought of those evenings at Hale Castle, when George
Fairfax had abandoned her to pay duty to his betrothed, and of the
desolation of spirit that had come upon her in the midst of those
brilliant surroundings.

Her father paced the little room as if it had been a den, and
answered her philosophic remonstrance with an exclamation of con-
tempt.

¢ That’s rank nonsense, Clarissa—copybook morality, which no-
body in his heart ever believes. External things make all the dif-.
ference—except when a man is writhing in physical pain perhaps.
External things make the difference between a king and a beggar.
Do you suppose that man Granger is no happier for the possession
of Arden Court—of those pictures of his? Why, every time he looks
at a Frith or a Millais he feels a little thrill of triumph, as he says to
himself ‘“ And that is mine.”” There is a sensuous delight in beau-
tiful surroundings which will remain to a man whose heart is dead
to every other form of pleasure. I suppose that is why the Popes
were such patrons of art in days gone by. It was the one legitimate
delight left to them. Do you imagine it is no pleasure to dine
. every night as that man dines? no happiness to feel the sense of
security about the future which he feels every morning ? Great God,
when I think of his position and of mine !’

Never before had he spoken so freely to his daughter; never
had he so completely revealed the weakness of his mind.

She was sorry for him, and forbore to utter any of those femi-
nine commonplaces by which she might have attempted to bring
him to a better frame of mind. She had tact enough to divine that
he was best left to himself—left to struggle out of this grovelling
gtate by some effort of his own, rather than to be dragged from the
slough of despond by moral violence of hers.

He dismissed her presently with a brief good-night ; but lying
awake nearly two hours afterwards, she heard him pass her door on
the way to his room. He too was wakeful, therefore, and full of
care.

CrarTER XXII.

TAKING THE PLEDGE.

Crarrssa had a visitor next day. She was clipping and trim-
ming the late roses in the bright autumnal afternoon, when Lady
Laura Armstrong’s close carriage drove up to the gate, with my
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lady inside it, in deep mourning. The visit was unexpected, and
startled Clarissa a little, with a sensation that was not all pleasure.
She could scarcely be otherwise than glad to see so kind a friend ;
bat there were reasons why the advent of any one from Hale Castle
should be somewhat painful to her. That meeting with George
Fairfax by the churchyard had never been quite out of her mind
since it happened. His looks and his words had haunted her per-
petually, and now she was inclined to ascribe Lady Laura’s coming
to some influence of his. She had a guilty feeling, as if she had
indeed tried to steal Lady Geraldine's lover.

Lady Laura greeted her with all the old cordiality, and there
was a relief in that; and Clarissa’s face, which had been very pale
when she opened the gate to admit her visitor, brightened a little
as my lady kissed her.

¢ My dear child, I am so glad to see you again !’ exclaimed my
lady. I am not supposed to stir outside the Castle in all this
dreary week. Poor papa is to be buried to-morrow; but I wanted
80 much to see you on a most important business; so I ordered the
brougham and drove here, with the blinds down all the way, so that
no one might see me; and I'm sure, Clary, you won't think that I
feel papa’s loss any less because I come to see you just now. But
I declare you are looking as pale and wan as any of us at Hale.
You have not recovered that dreadful shock yet.’

*It was indeed a dreadful shock, dear Lady Laura,’ said Cla-
rissa ; and then in a less steady tone she went on : ¢ Lady Geraldine
is better, I hope ?’

¢ Geraldine is what she always is, Clary—a marvel of calmness.
And yet I know she feels this affliction very deeply. She was papa’s
favourite, you know, and had a most extraordinary influence over
him. He was so proud of her, poor dear !

‘Won't you come into the house, Lady Laura 2’

‘By and by, just to pay my respects to your papa. But we'll
stay in the garden for the present, please, dear. I have something
most particular to say to you.’

Clarissa’s heart beat a little quicker. This most particular some-
thing was about George Fairfax, she felt very sure of that.

‘I am going to be quite candid with youn, Clary,” Lady Laura
began presently, when they were in a narrow walk sheltered by hazel
bushes, the most secluded bit of the garden. ¢1I shall treat you just
as if you were & younger sister of my own. I think I have almost
a right to do that; for I'm sure I love you as much as if you were
my sister.’

And here Lady Laura’s plump little black-gloved hand squeezed
Clarisen’s tenderly.

*You have beea all goodness to me,’ the girl answered; ‘I can
never be too grateful to you.’
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¢ Nonsense, Clary; I will not have that word gratitude spoken
between us. I only want you to understand that I am sincerely
attached to you, and that I am the last person in the world to hold
your happiness lightly. And now, dearest child, tell me the truth
—you have seen George Fairfax since you left Hale ?’

Clarissa flushed crimson. To be asked for the truth, as if,
under any circumstances, she would have spoken anything less than
truth about George Fairfax! And yet that unwonted guilty feeling
clung to her, and she was not a little ashamed to confess that she
had seen him.

‘Yes, Lady Laura.’ .

¢I thought so. I was sure of it. He came here on the very
day you left—the day which was to have been his wedding-
day.’ v

‘It was on that evening I saw him; but he did not come to
this house. I was sitting outside the churchyard sketching when I
saw him.’

‘He did not come to the house—no; but he came to Arden on
purpose to see you,” Lady Laura answered eagerly. ‘I am sure of
that.’

Unhappily Clarissa could not deny the fact. He had told her
only too plainly that he had come to Arden determined to see
her.

‘Now, Clary, let us be perfectly frank. Before my sister Geral-
dine came to Hale, I told you that the attachment between her and
George Fairfax was one oflong standing ; that I was sure her happi-
ness was involved in the matter, and how rejoiced I was at the turn
things had taken. I told you all this, Clary; but I did not tell you
that in the years we had known him Mr. Fairfax had been wild and
unsteady; that, while always more or less devoted to Geraldine, he
had had attachments elsewhere—unacknowledged attachments of no
very creditable nature ; such affairs as one only hears of by a side-
wind, as it were. How much Geraldine may have known of this, I
cannot tell. I heard the scandals, naturally enongh, through Fred;
but she may have heard very little. I said nothing of this to you,
Clarissa ; it was not necessary that I should say anything to depre-
ciate the character of my future brother-in-law, and of a man I really
liked.’

¢ Of course not,’ faltered Clarissa.

¢ Of course not. I was only too happy to find that George had
become a reformed person, and that he had declared himself so soon
after the change in his fortunes. I was convinced that Geraldine
loved him, and that she could only be really happy as his wife. I
am convinced of that still; but I know that nothing on earth could
induce her to marry him if she had the faintest doubt of his thorough
devotion to herself.
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‘I hope that she may never have occasion to doubt that, Lady
Laura,” answered Clarissa. It was really all she could find to say
under the circumstances.

‘I hope not, and I think not, Clary. He has been attached to
my sister 8o long—he proposed to her in such a deliberate manner
—that I can scarcely imagine he would prove really inconstant. But
Iknow that he is a slave to a pretty face, and fatally apt to be ruled

by the impulse of the moment. It would be very hard now, Clary,
if some transient fancy of that kind were to ruin the happiness of
two lives—would it not, my dear ?’

¢ It would be very hard.’

¢ 0, Clarissa, do pray be candid. You must understand what I
mean. That wretched man has been making love to you ?’

‘You ought not to ask me such a question, Lady Laura,’ ans-
wered Clarissa, sorely perplexed by this straight attack. ¢ You must
Imow that I should respect Lady Geraldine’s position—that I should
be incapable of forgetting her claims upon Mr. Fairfax. Whatever
be may have said to me has been the merest folly. He knows that
I consider it in that light, and I have refused ever to see him again
if I can possibly help it.’

¢ That’s right, dear!’ cried Lady Laura, with a pleased look. ‘I
knew that you would come out of this business well, in spite of every-
thing. Of course you can care nothing for this foolish fellow ; but
I know Geraldine's sensitive nature so well, and that if she had an
inkling of this conduct of George’s, the whole thing would be off for
ever—an attachment of many years’ standing, think of that, Clary!
Now I want you to promise me that, come what may, you will give
Mr. Fairfax no encouragement. Without encouragement this foolish
fancy will die out very quickly. Of course, if it were possible you
could care for him, I would not come here to ask you such a thing as
this. You would have a right to consider your own happiness before
my sister’'s. But as that is out of the question, and the man is
almost a stranger to you—'

‘Out of the question—almost a stranger.” Clarissa remem-
bered that night in the railway carriage, and it seemed to her as if
she and George Fairfax had never been strangers.

¢ It is so easy for you to give me this promise. Tell me now,
Clary dear, that you will not have anything to say to him, if he
should contrive to see you again.’

‘I will not, Lady Laura.’

¢ Is that a promise, now, Clarissa ?’

¢ A most sacred promise.’

Laura Armstrong kissed her young friend in ratification of the
vow.
‘You are a dear generous-minded girl,’ she said, ‘and I feel as

if I had saved my sister’s happiness by this bold course. And now
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tell me what you have been doing since you left us. Have you seen
anything more of the Grangers 2’

Questioned thus, Clarissa was fain to give her friend some slight
account of her day at Arden.

¢ It must have affected you very much to see the old place. A,
Clary, it is you who ought to be mistress there, instead of Miss

Granger !’
Clarissa blushed, remembering that awkward avowal of Daniel
Granger’s.

‘I am not fit to be mistress of such a place,’ she said. ¢Iocould
never manage things as Miss Granger does.’

* Not in that petty way, perhaps. I should not care to see you
keeping accounts and prying into grocery-lists as she does. You
would govern your house on a grander scale. I should like to see
you the owner of a great house.’

¢ That is a thing you are never likely to see, Lady Laurs.’

‘I am not so sure of that. I have an idea that there is a great
fortune lying at your feet, if you would only stoop to pick it up. Bat
girls are so foolish ; they never know what is really for their happi-
ness; and if by any chance there should happen to be some psassing
folly, some fancy of the moment, to come between them and good
fortune, everything is lost.’

She looked at Clarissa closely as she said this. The girl’s face
had been changing from red to pale throughout the interview. She
was very pale now, but quite self-possessed, and had left off blush-
ing. Had she not given her promise—pledged away her freedom
of action with regard to George Fairfax—and thus made an end of
everything between them ? She felt very calm, but she felt as if
she had made a sacrifice. As for Daniel Granger, any reference to
him and his admiration for her touched upon the regions of the ab-
surd. Nothing—no friendly mancuvring of Lady Laura’s, no selfish
desires of her father's—could ever induce her to listen for a moment
to any proposition from that quarter. .

She asked her visitor to go into the house presently, in order to
put an end to the conversation; and Lady Laura went in to say a
few words to Mr. Lovel. They were very melancholy words—all
about the dead and his innumerable virtues—which seemed really at
this stage of his history to have been alloyed by no human frailty or
shortcoming. Mr. Lovel was sympathetic to the last degree—sighed
in unison with his visitor, and brushed some stray drops of moisture
from his own eyelids when Lady Laura wept. And then he went
out to the carriage with my lady, and saw her drive away, with the
blinds discreetly lowered as before.

¢ What did she come about, Clarissa ?* he asked his daughter,
while they were going back to the house.

¢ Only to see me, papa.’
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‘Only to see you! She must have had something very im-
portant to say to you, I should think, or she wonld scarcely have
come at such a time.’

He glanced at his daughter sharply as he said this, but did not
question her farther, though he would have liked to do so. He had
a shrewd suspicion that this visit of Lady Laurs’s bore some refer-
ence to George Fairfax. Had there been a row at the Castle, he
wondered ? and had my lady come to bully her protégée ?

‘I don’t suppose they would show her much mercy if she stood
in the way of their schemes,’ he sai¢ to himself. ¢His brother’s
death makes this young Fairfax a very decent match. The property
must be worth five or six thousand a year—five or six thousand. I
wonder what Daniel Granger’s income is? Nearer fifty thousand
than five, if I may believe what I have been told.’

Mr. Granger and his daughter called at Mill Cottage next day;
the fair Sophia with a somewhat unwilling aspect, though she was
decently civil to Mr. and Miss Lovel. Her father had brought her
to look at some of Clarissa’s sketches, he told his friends.

I want her to take more interest in landscape art, Mr. Lovel,’
he said, ‘and I think your daughter's example may inspire her.
Miss Lovel seems to me to have a real genius for landscape. I saw
some studies of ferns and underwood that she had done at Hale—
fall of freedom and of feeling. Sophia doesn’t draw badly, but she
wants feeling.’
The young lady thus coldly commended gave her head rather a
supercilious toss as she replied,

‘ You must remember that I have higher duties than sketching,
peps,’ she said; ‘I cannot devote all my existence to ferns and
blackberry-bushes.’

‘0, yes, of course ; you've your schools, and that kind of thing ;
but you might give more time to art than you do, especially if you
left the management of the house more to Mrs. Plumtree. I think
you waste time and energy upon details.’

‘I hope I know my duty as mistress of a large establishment,
paps, and that I shall never feel the responsibility of administering
s large income any less than I do at present. It would be a bad
thing for you if I became careless of your interests in order to roam
about sketching toadstools and blackberry-bushes.’

Mr. Granger looked as if he were rather doubtful upon this point,
but it was evidently wisest not to push the discussion too far.

¢ Will you be so kind as to show us your portfolio, Miss Lovel ?’
he asked.’

¢ Of course she will,’answered her father promptly; ¢ she will only
be too happy to exhibit her humble performances to Miss Granger.

Bring your drawing-book, Clary.’
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Clarissa would have given the world to refuse. A drawing-book
is in some measure a silent confidante. She did not know how far
her random sketches—some of them mere vagabondage of the pen-
cil, jotted down half unconsciously—might betray the secrets of her
inner life to the cold eyes of Miss Granger.

¢ I'd better bring down my finished drawings, papa; those that
were mounted for you at Belforet,’ she said.

¢ Nonsense, child; Mr. Granger wants to see your rough sketches,
not those stiff schoolgirl things, which I suppose were finished by
your drawing-master. Bring that book you are always scribbling in.
The girl has a kind of passion for art,” said Mr. Lovel, rather fret-
fully; ¢she is seldom without a pencil in her hand. What are you
looking for, Clarissa, in that owlish way? There's your book on
that table.’

He pointed to the volume—Clarissa’s other self and perpetual
companion—the very book she had been sketching in when George
Fairfax surprised her by the churchyard wall. There was no help
for it, no disobeying that imperious finger of her father's; so she
brought the book and laid it meekly open before Sophia Granger.

The father and daughter turned over the leaves together. It
was a book of ¢bits:’ masses of foliage, bramble, and bird’s-nest ;
here the head of an animal, there the profile of a friend ; anon a bit
of still life ; a vase of flowers, with the arabesqued drapery of a cur-
tain for a background; everywhere the evidence of artistic feeling
and a practised hand, everywhere a something much above a school-
girl’s art.

Miss Granger looked through the leaves with an icy air. She
was obliged to say ¢ Very pretty,’ or ¢ Very clever,’ once in a way;
but this cold praise evidently cost her a severe effort. Not so her
father. He was interested in every page, and criticised everything
with a real knowledge of what he was talking about, which made
Clarissa feel that he was at least no pretender as to the love of art ;
that he was not a man who bought pictures merely because he was
rich and it was the right thing to do.

They came presently to the pages Clarissa had covered at Hale
Castle—bits of familiar landscape, glimpses of still-life in the Castle
rooms, and lightly-touched portraits of the Castle guests. There was
one head that appeared very much oftener than others, and Clarissa
felt herself blushing a deeper red every time Mr. Granger paused to
contemplate this particular likeness.

He lingered longer over each of these sketches, with rather a
puzzled air, and though the execution of these heads was very
spirited, he forbore to praise.

¢ There is one face here that I see a good deal of, Miss Lovel,’
he said at last. ¢I think it is Mr. Fairfax, is it not 2’

Clarissa looked at a profile of George Fairfax dubiously.
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‘Yes, I believe I meant that for Mr. Fairfax ; his is a very easy
face to draw, much easier than Lady Geraldine’s, though her features
are 8o regular. .All my portraits of her are failures.’

‘I have only seen one attempt at Lady Geraldine’s portrait in
this book, Miss Lovel,’ said Sophia.

‘I have some more on loose sheets of paper, somewhere ; and
then I generally destroy my failures, if they are quite hopeless.’

¢ Mr. Fairfax would be quite flattered if he could see how often
you have sketched him,’ Sophia continued blandly.

Clarissa thought of the leaf George Fairfax had cut out of her
drawing-book ; a recollection which did not serve to diminish her
embarrassment.

‘I daresay Mr. Fairfax is quite vain enough without any flattery
of that kind,’ said Mr. Lovel. ¢And now that you have exhibited
your rough sketches, you can bring those mounted drawings, if you
like, Clarissa.’

This was a signal for the closing of the book, which Clarissa
felt was intended for her relief. She put the volume back upon the
little side-table from which she had taken it, and ran upstairs to fetch
her landscapes. These Miss Granger surveyed in the same cold

tolerant manner with which she had surveyed the sketch-book—the
manner of & person who could have done much better in that line
herself, if she had cared to do anything so frivolous.

After this Mr. Lovel and his daughter called at the Court; and
the acquaintance between the two families being thus formally in-
sugurated by a dinner and a couple of morning calls, Mr. Granger
caame very often to the Cottage, unaccompanied by the inflexible
Sophia, who began to feel that her father’s infatuation was not to
be lessened by any influence of hers, and that she might just as well
let him take his own way. It was an odious unexpected turn which
events had taken; but there was no help for it. Her confidential
maid, Hannah Warman, reminded her of that solemn truth whenever
she ventured to touch upon this critical subject.

¢ If your pa was a young man, miss, or & man that had admired
a great many ladies in his time, it would be quite different,’ said the
astute Warman ; ¢ but never having took notice of any one before, and
taking such particular notice of this young lady, makes it clear to any
one that’s got eyes. Depend upon it, miss, it won’t be long before
he’ll make her an offer; and it isn't likely she’ll refuse him—not
with a ruined pa to urge her on!’

¢ I suppose not,’” said Sophia disconsolately.’

¢ And after all, miss, he might have made 8 worse choice. If
he were to marry one of those manceuvring middle-aged widows
we've met 80 often out visiting, you'd have had a regular stepmother,
that would have taken every bit of power out of your hands, and
treated you like a child. But Miss Lovel seems a very nice young
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lady, and being so near your own age will be quite a companion for
you.’

‘I don’t want such a companion. There is no sympathy between
Miss Lovel and me ; you ought to know that, Warman. Her tastes
are the very reverse of mine, in every way. . It's not possible we
can ever get on well together; and if papa marries her, I shall feel
that he is quite lost to me. Besides, how could I ever have any
feeling but contempt for a girl who would marry for money ? and of
course Miss Lovel could only marry papa for the sake of his money.’

‘It’s done so often nowadays. - And sometimes those matches
turn out very well—better than some of the love-matches, I've heard
say.’

‘It’s no use discussing this hateful business, Warman,’ Miss
Granger answered haughtily. ¢ Nothing could change my opinion.’
And in this inflexible manner did Daniel Granger's daughter set

her face against the woman he had chosen from among all other
women for his wife. He felt that it was so, and that there would
be a hard battle for him to- fight in the future between these two
- influences ; but no silent opposition of his daughter's could weaken
his determination to win Clarissa Lovel, if she was to be won by




SHOT AND SHELL

Ax ancient Welsh bard—Ap— something or other, I forget what—
sings somewhere, that ¢ if the sons of & country only possess courage,
that country will be ever preéminent among the nations of the earth.’
A charming sentiment in the days when it was made use of, doubt-
lese; and ome can imagine the thrill of excitement with which the
fiery Celts gripped their swords, as they heard it poured out among
a floed of consonants, after some rude banquet. But, lamentable as
the confession is, in this nineteenth century of ours, nous avons
changé tout cela; and courage—in the fighting sense of the word—
is now no use whatever.

Without going into a dissertation upon destructive missiles in
general, which would last as long as a Lapland winter, and be twioce
as dry, we can all recognise the steady march of improvement that
has taken place in sueh articles, and feel that, had as much ingenu-
ity and labour been devoted to the improvement of the human race
as there has to perfect the engines for its destruction, we should be
very near the millennium indeed. In the old days missiles were
much less thought of than men; and listening to stern old Picton’s
advice to his stormers, ‘ Cold iron, men ! trust to your cold iron I’
we can pictare the bloody hand-to-hand fights, and exhibition of that
bull-dog ferocity which made Napoleon I. declare that ¢ he’d beater
the English half a dozen times, but they wouldn’t know it." Now,
a8 has been said before, all this is changed ; and the fact of bat-
teries being badly served in action, or the ammunition not coming
up in time, may shake the mightiest throne in Christendom till it
totters to the ground.

In the great European war ended but yesterday we heard little
of the men in comparison with the guns. One day an account was
given of the awful execution done by the mitrailleuse ; another, a
telegram tells of the splendid working of the Prussian batteries, or
of the shortcomings of the French ammunition-train. Amid these
events, where both success and failure carry their own lessons to
powers neutral now, but who may be whelmed in war to-morrow,
some account of our own military establishments and means of pro-
vidling destructive missiles may not prove uninteresting. We have
four great dépots for the storage of munitions of war, viz. Wool-
wich, Chatham, Devonport, and Portsmouth ; the last three, how-
ever, are subordinate to the former, inasmuch as they are only issuing
stations, whereas Woolwich is a manufacturing one.

The Royal Arsenal at Woolwieh being the nucleus of all our war-
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like stores, the whole success of any war in which England might
be engaged would mainly depend upon it ; and it has therefore been
made as complete as possible, and is so arranged as to admit of
every ordnance store which could possibly be required by an army
in the field being made within its walls. England, unlike many
foreign military nations, never goes to the trade for her missiles of
destruction, or, in other words, all shot, shell, small-arm ammuni-
tion, and even powder, are made by government artisans, working
in government establishments, and supervised by government offi-
cials ; and there is little fear of our ever finding in a time of emer-
gency our shells and cartridges filled with sand, which no doubt
happened the other day to our neighbours across the Channel.

The arsenal is divided into four great departments: the Royal
Gun Factory, the Royal Carriage Department, the Laboratory, and
the Control. In the gun factories our heavy ordnance-and field-
guns are forged, and shot and shell cast; in the carriage depart-
ment all gun-carriages, general-service wagons, store-carts, and am-
bulances are made from the raw material, and delivered over to the
Control department, for issue to the various stations at which they
may be required. In the Laboratory, all shell and fuses are filled
and examined, and all experiments connected with explosive material
carried out.

The Control is the presiding department of the arsenal. Under
the orders of the War-office the controller and his staff arrange for
the due examination of demands for warlike material from all parts
of the United Kingdom. It is the controller’s duty to ascertain,
from returns and other documents, that proper reserves are main-
tained everywhere, and should any deficiency arise, to replace it at
once from the stores at his command within the arsenal ; or should
those fail him, to make arrangements for procuring the articles by
contract.

‘When the stores are ready for issue, it is still the duty of the
Control department to see that they are at once sent off to their
various destinations either by land or sea ; and considering the num-
ber of regiments and garrisons that there are at home, who are al-
ways wanting something, it may well be imagined that this branch
of the establishment alone is one of no inconsiderable magnitude.

Entering the arsenal by the main gate, the visitor is at first
struck by the utterly deserted look of the place : the huge chimneys,
it is true, are pouring out smoke, and in the air around the peculiar
rumble and rattle of distant machinery is discernible ; but all the
great departments work with closed doors ; -and it is not until en-
tering the first great door on the right—the Royal Carriage Depart-
ment— that, standing amid a bewildering haze of whirling lathe-
bands, with the crash of machinery and the din of hammers ringing
on every side of him, that a chance visitor can appreciate the fever
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of industry—to coin an expression—into which he has entered.
Talk of being bound to the wheel! Every man here seems a perfect
Ixion, engaged in perfecting his own instrument of torture ; for big
wheels of sling carts, medium wheels of gun-carriages, little wheels
for traversing guns, may each and all be seen here, from the rough
wood or brass fo the almost perfected article. Here are two great
sideboards of iron, apparently faced by another of the same material.
Watch the machinery in this three-sided box, as it looks; it is the
great Moncrieff gun-carriage in embryo. The room on the other side
is full of these gigantic coffers in every stage of advancement, all
being finished as fast as skilled labour, steam, and money can finish
them. If you are a Britisher and a tax-payer, you leave this part
of the establishment with a satisfied grunt. ¢ Come, there’s some-
thing being done here, at any rate.’

What are all these boys doing in this building to the left, in the
Laboratory ? To the uninitiated eye countless little urchins seem to
be sitting before constantly-working pumps, into which they are put-
ting little bits of metal ; but in reality, hundreds of thousands of the
metal portions of the Snider small-arm cartridge are turned out here
every day, each boy having marked before him on a card the num-
ber that have passed through his hands during the current and pre-
vious week ; and in another portion of the building the paper portion
of the same cartridge is being turned out as rapidly by young women
and girls. As fast as these cartridges are finished, they are passed
on to be filled, and are issued for the service for which they have
been made as soon as possible, as it is a rule never to retain more
filled cartridges than are absolutely required in the arsenal. Turn-
ing round to the right, an immense row of guns attracts the attention.
These are all obsolete patterns—serviceable still, but not of the pre-
sent approved pattern of issue ; and, like thousands and thousands
of their brethren, they are resting in peaceful quiet till some emer-
gency may call the smoke and flame from their throats.

Behind three or four immense heaps of Palliser shot and shell is
the shell foundry, the interior of which at once brings to the mind
of the visitor a subterranean scene in a pantomime before the trans-
formation. Amid the roaring crackling furnaces, which, when open,
seem almost to shrivel up the eyes of those unaccustomed to look
upon them, dusky figures flit to and fro, stoking, hammering, or
wheeling masses of dull blue-looking metal, which seems cool enough,
but throws out, as it passes, a fierce heat, which makes one involun-
tarily shrink and draw back. ’

Towards the centre of the circle & row of men stand, each stirring
up a mould of white-hot metal, which throws a weird lurid light upon
the workers’ face and hands, making the whole place look as if some
great incantation scene was going on within it. This is the liquid
metal now being worked free from air-bubbles, and which, poured
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into & mould, will half an hour hence form the rough conical shot
and shell so rapidly being wheeled away on all sides of us to cool in
the open air.

‘When cool, the shells are taken to the finishing-room, to have
their studs fixed, and have all the final touches put to them before
they are wheeled out to the gigantic piles already standing in the
centre of the arsenal, waiting till they are sent away to be filled at
the Laboratory, and shipped off either for home or foreign service.

Farther down is the gun-foundry, where, from the relling of the
long rail-like bars of iron forming the first coil, to the perfected
weapon, rifled, polished, and fitted with sights, every description of
gun-making may be seen.

The rapidity with which a gun is made here is perfectly aston-
ishing. One day one sees a gigantic strip of white-hot metal (per-
haps 180 feet long) dazzling the eyes as it is rolled into a coil, like
some huge snake throwing its heated breath around. A little while
after, before one would think it had hardly had time to cool, we see
it turning slowly round, gradually growing into shape beneath the
sharp cutting instruments applied to its sides. Before long it has
advanced a stage farther, and is being stained and fitted with sights,
and very soon after it is proved, and run on the tramway, which goes
through all the manufacturing departments and store-houses, to be
shipped, in one of the War-Department vessels nearly always lying
at the arsenal pier, to the station at which it may be required.

We hear 30 much nowadays of the utter incapacity of the go-
vernment, of our meagre provision of offensive weapons as compared
with other nations, that it is rather a relief to find that we have the
means at any rate of turning out certainly the most effective guns and
projectiles in the world.

Sta.ndmg close to the gun-foundry is a battery of guns, probably
waiting for issue to the Royal Horse Artillery. Few uninitiated
people could imagine the deadly mischief that lurks in these small
polished weapons, every atom of brass or steel about them shining to
that extent that they look more like ornaments than anything else.

The very missiles too with which the limber boxes are armed
are 8o prettily got up that they look more like toys than anything
else. 'Who could imagine, for instance, that those brightly-polished
little tin cases (case-shot), that one might almost imagine came out
of a Christmas-box of sweets, would deal death to a dozen men at a
distance of a mile and a quarter? Of what use before these would
be the courage of our forefathers, the heroes of Crecy and Poictiers—
courage which only rose to fever-heat as they gripped the foe ? Of
what use would it be nowadays, when its possessor might be done
to death without ever being within & mile of the enemy, or knowing
whence the blow came that struck him down? Behind those piles

"and piles of elongated shot and shell, all of the latest and most
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approved patterns, and enough, one would imagine, to see England
throngh months and months of warfare, stands probably the largest
mortar in the world, projecting a 86-inch shell. The mortar, it
appears, is generally known in gunnery circles by the name of ¢ Pal-
merston’s Folly,” in consequence of its having been ordered to be
made by that distinguished statesman, and not turning out the success
it was a.ntlclpmd Some idea may be formed of the element it
would have been in a siege-train, had it answered, from the following
particulars. The mortar weighs fifty-two tons (without its carriage);
the weight of the shell which it projects is, when empty, 2548 pounds,
with its bursting charge 3028 pounds. When it was first tried at
Woolwich in 18567, the shell was projected s distance of 2644 yards,
penetrating into the ground where it struck upwards of thirty feet,
and making a chasm when it burst upwards of forty feet across.
Imagine such a missile used in the siege of a great city like Paris !
Each shell would devastate a street ; but fortunately for the human
race, the mortar cracked after a very short trial, and now stands in
the arsenal a monument of fallen greatness, while the shells, which
cost 30l. each for casting only, form corner-posts, like huge pills, all
over Woolwich Common. The Prussians, some short time since,
talked of bringing their famous Krupp gun (a 1000-pounder) to aid
in the siege of Paris; but the enormous difficulties attending its
transport, and the uncertainty of being able to provide proper ammu-
nition, caused the idea to be relinquished ; and the Krupp gun, like
our 52-ton mortar, i8 probably reposing in gigantic idleness within
the walls of an arsenal. The battle is not always to the strong ; and
one of the deft little 9-pounder field-pieces would, from its superior
quickness of manipulation, probably do more mischief at two thou-
sand yards than even the Titanic missiles above described.

The evening bell rings now; and as the working parties march
past, and the hurrying jostling crowd of grimy workmen swarm out,
we satisfy our minds, hitherto disquieted by rumours of our defence-
less state as a nation, with the conviction that if we are not so
numerically great in a military point of view as other natioms, our
mechanical superiority will always insure us better weapons, and
that while our national courage is as preéminent as it has ever been,
we can also depend upon, what is now of more consequence, our

‘shot and shell.’
G. FORBES CRAWFORD.




FERENDA

WEeLL named Ferenda—it skills but little where
She lived, or when—a maid, yet loving gold ;
Cruel, yet fresh of face and wondrous fair,
With soft sweet voice, which yét knew well to scold ;
'With sweet soft voice, which whisper'd like faint air
‘Whispers through balmy limes when twilight wanes,
‘Which Fulbert’s heart to hear by day and night
Thirsted, as gaping fields athirst for rains,
And drank, not as he would, but as he might,
Since chance first bound him in Love’s golden chains ;
For he had never known fell Love before,
Had never tasted honey mix'd with gall ;
Had never learnt, by service long and sore,
What thing it was to be a woman’s thrall ;
‘While she of all his weeping reck’d no more
Than a sea rock of salt tears of wild waves.
So, when he wist all wailing words were vain, -
He dress’d himself as one of those stray knaves
‘Who stroll about the streets in sun and rain,
Selling their gewgaws, ribbons, washes, staves
Of songs,—and so as pedlar to her came.
" And she, as women will, for half a day
Chose and refused ; but lastly bade him name
His price for some tried trinket, who said, ¢ Nay,
Take it, fair maid, for naught!” Then sudden shame
On her soft face its vermeil flushes spread,
Like opening rosebuds in & morn of June,
And ere she raised for answer her bent head,
Her small unwilling ear heard love’s sweet tune,
To her so sour; but when what words he said
With hot wet eyes were bootless all—¢ Ay, me !’
He mourn’d; ¢since I may see thee never more,
Grant my great love, which was, is, and must be
Always, one little kiss, of all the store
I dream’d might once be mine.” A short space she
Stood musing, then said, ¢ Yea, if thou wilt swear
To work the thing I wish.” And when he swore,
Bound fetters of her warm hands white and bare
About his neck, and kiss'd his mouth, then tore
Her mouth away, saying, ¢ On thine oath, beware
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To speak to any in this world again e

For three whole years.” He thonght his kiss hard‘bought
But bow’d his head, nor ventured to complain _ -

At all, but left her silently, and sought
Another land and life across the main.

Time pass’d, and he who in those days gone by
Received but sad repulse and drank despair,
Who in some corner sat unseen to sigh,
Low sunk beneath the constant weight of care,
Was now by acts of prowess lifted high,
And praise was his, when the sun rose in the east,
And when the light of day began to fade;
And many a maid’s sweet smile and many a feast
His silent tongue to blab had near bewray'd ;
But still he held his promise. Not the least
The monarch of his new land mourn’d him dumb,
And offer’d for reward ten thousand crowns
To any leech whose art could overcome
His silence. So from many distant towns
Came many, greedy of the golden sum,
But nothing wrought, and only vex’d the king,
Who added this sharp clause to his decree :
That if said lecch’s arts no cure should bring,
Said leech should lose his life, if not that he
Were able and willing—mark how hard a thing—
Himself to pay ten thousand crowns. In time
This fame Ferenda found, who thought: ‘He keeps
Not for his word’s sake silence, but for mine,
For whom as erst he watches still and weeps.
Now will I go, and say: See, I am thine !
And cure him certainly.” And so she went
Thither, where leeches lately were but few,
To Fulbert, whose long love was fully shent.
Too well her advent in sad sooth he knew
Had root in the ruddy gold; and while she leant
Upon him, and her warm breath flush’d his cheek,
Crying, ¢ My darling, am I, then, unknown ?’
He only touch’d his lips, and would not speak.
‘I come to absolve thee from thine oath, mine own !’
In vain. She tried all ways for & whole week ;
She kiss’d him with all kisses women know ;
All honey’d words which women use she used ;
But never could rekindle that first glow,
For Fulbert ever still to speak refused.
Now was it hers to wring her hands with woe,
Sscoxp Sxrizs, Yoz. V. F.8. Vor. XV, D
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And sigh and pray, as he had pray’d and sigh’d.
Her little fortune could not save her life ;

Death’s fear can conquer even a woman'’s pride,
And make her almost fit to be a wife.

Only when in dark shadows of death she cried,
¢ Ah, speak !" he spoke. ¢ Lady, how long, how long

I strove against thy scorn’s cold stream in vain !
For thy fair cruel face, so tender and strong,

How oft I call'd on Death, the fine of pain,
Shears which divide the web of woe and wrong !

Nay, go. Thou canst not now—too late—atone
For those long days I lived without all ease,

These speechless latter days for ever flown.
Go! but remember, if thy beauty please

Some other, men are made of flesh, not stone.’

L’Envoi.
Meet thou that maid, my little virelay,

‘Whose robe is lustrous as the sun’s red beam,
And face more fair than summer’s morn, and say,
¢I prithee, him my mournful master, deem

Worthy love’s meed, nor longer murmur Nay.’

JAMES MEW.



A PILGRIMAGE IN QUEST OF POCAHONTAS

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA

Or all unsatisfactory books—and very few with which I, in my limited
experience, am acquainted will give the student a sufficing pabulum
—are there any so thoreughly disappointing as biographical diction-
aries? Those big and barren compilations seldom err on the side of
suplusage.  They never tell you too much. My complaint against
them is, that they tell you either too little or just nothing st all
sbout the thing you are most desirous to know. I can conscientiously
sver that I never yet turned up a biographical dictionn.ry, and came
sway from its perusal with a full and entire persuasion that I had
gined the amount of knowledge I was ambitious to acquire. With
this, natural stupidity, carelessness, or an inability to master the
mysteries of cross-references and trying back, may have had some-
thing to do. The Catalogue of the Library of the British Museum is,
in this respect, and in all conscience, puzzling enough. You want
Molicre, and the catalogue sends you to the letter P, to find out Jean
Baptiste Pocquelin. You have occasion to look at a copy of the
mimitable Enfants Terribles, and naturally turn to the letter G,
hoping there to discover Monsieur Gavarni. Alas! you are informed
that such a person as Gavarni never existed, and that the author of
the Enfants Terribles is one Paul Chevalier. And then you remem-
ber that the admirable artist in question borrowed his pseudonym
from a castle situated in one of the gorges of the Pyrenees. So, if
you want Salmasius’s book against Milton, you must apply to one
Monsiear de Saumaise, a Low-Dutch pedant; and all messages and
parcels for Mr. Barry Cornwall must be left with Mr. Bryan William
Proctor. Again, if you are anxious to hunt up Mr. Michael Angelo
Titmarsh, or George Savage Fitzboodle, or Jeames de la Pluche, or
Lancelot Wagstafl, or the ¢ Fat Contributor,’ the individual who will
answer to all these aliases is named William Makepeace Thackeray.

There is a reason, we are told—although I could never discover
it prior to the introduction of Mr. Cantelo’s Incubator and Mr. Carlo
Mierari's ¢ Artificial Mother'—in roasting eggs. There is a more
plpsble reason for the seemingly perversely-wearisome cross-refer-
ences in the Museum Catalogue. It is not that the compilers of that
vast mound of bibliography are desirous of making game of the lite-
nry studeat, or of driving him to madness, to the refreshment-room,
or to sleep ; the aim of the profound scholars and accomplished lLin-
guists who devote the vast energies of their minds to very ill-paid
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labours in Great Russell-street Bloomsbury, is simply to set up in
their catalogue a faultless and unvarying standard of truth. They
are determined to catalogue & man’s brain-work, not under his as-
sumed, but his real name. Gavarni they dismiss as a figment;
Titmarsh they scout as a myth. They give you instead the genuine
Chevalier and Thackeray. Their plan is, after all, the best one;
and although it frequently induces confusion and despair in the minds
of the lazy and the obtuse, I do not see that, in the long run, any
well-grounded complaint can be sustained against it; only, it may be
admitted that the ways of truth are hard, and thorny, and devious.
Let it be assumed, for example, that the gentleman who was once
Mr. Bug were to write a book, say, on the ¢ Eccentricities of Ento-
mology;’ should we expect to find such an entry as the following in
the British Museum catalogue, ¢ Bug, Joshua; see Norfolk Howard’?
and when we turned up ¢ Howard, Norfolk,” might not we look for an
explanatory note, setting forth how the name of the now patrician
entomologist had been once really Bug, how he had chosen to make
a law for himself and change it, the whole being rendered addition-
ally lucid by a cross-reference to Sir Benjamin Hall, Lord Llanover,
and the great Welsh case of nomenclature ?

But let the Catalogue of the Museum Library pass. It is a great
work, with all its abstruse crabbednesses. Any indictment I could
bring against it would not be half so severe as that which I adduce
against those plaguey biographical dictionaries. At least, in the
Museum, after long searching, you find the book, or the author’s
name, of which you are in quest; in nine cases out of ten the bio-
" graphers provide you with a Barmecide feast, not to be followed, as
in the Arabian case, with a real repast of compensating information.

Take a case, as Mr. Knox says : just consider the dire straits
in which your obliged servant the constant writer is reduced, owing
to the remissness of the biographers. I live within a stone’s throw
of the Museum; but the day is a pouring wet one, I have a bad leg,
and I dare not stir out of doors. Thus, chained like a convict to the
oar, or to the mahogany of my desk, bent upon writing, I thirst for
biographical information respecting one particular personage. I thirst
in vain. It is my lot to-day—excuse the confusion of metaphors—
to have to make a whole kiln-full of bricks without so much as a
single wisp of straw.

T desire, for a certain reason afterwards to be explained to you,
to read up something definite and accurate concerning Pocahontas.
¢ Why, bless the man,’” I hear half a dozen critics exclaim, ¢ who
does not know all about Pocahontas? There is a monument erected
to her memory, through the pious zeal of somé American sojourners
in England, in Deptford Church. ¢¢Pocahontas, Princess of Vir-
ginia,” thus runs the simple epitaph.’ Ay, there it is; but I want
the chapter and verse. I have a dim and hazy impression in my
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mind of the beautiful story of the Virginian sachem’s daughter: of
the manner in which she saved Captain John Smith from cruel tor-
ture and death ; of her tender and sweet devotion, through good and
evil report, afterwards to the man she loved; of her coming to Eng-
land, and being lionised by the fashionable world, and falling sick
and dying, just as she was embarking to return to her own savage
and much-loved land. She was not the first beautiful savage who
has pined away in the midst of the most splendid civilisation. But
was it at Gravesend or at Deptford that Pocahontas died? The
- loeality of the monument would seem to point to the last-named
place as that of her decease; yet I have an uneasy kind of half re-
membrance of having read in some old news-letter—much older than
Nash or Howell—that it was at Gravesend. Was it at the end of
the reign of James I., or at the beginning of that of Charles I., that
she died ? That she was a Christiam—yes, and a long time before
she was converted from Paganism—I am satisfied ; for I have seen
s huge bad picture of the Baptism of Pocahontas under the rotunda
of the Capitol at Washington. But was she ever lawfully married
to Captain John Smith ? Those were free-and-easy days, you know.
The ship-captain had often, like Jack the foremast-man, a wife in
every port. Hernan Cortés was as devotedly attached to the bean-
teous Aztec Marina as Smith to Pocahontas; she was the guiding
star of his life, and bore him children, whose descendants were
grandees of Spain; but he did not marry her. The more’s the pity.

You see, after all, that a man can’t carry an encyclopedia in his
head. I have read a passable number of books, and have a pretty
good memory of my own; but I can’t fix on the exact dates and
places and circumstances connected with the tale of Pocahontas ; the
tale which reads so much like an Eastern fairy romance told by Tom
Moore, and yet is as true as gospel. I want my authorities, my
chapter and verse, my text and margent. I must refer.

With books of reference, ancient and modern, my shelves are
tolerably lined. There are four walls to the room in which I work.
The servants call it the ¢study;’ I call it the chamber of torture,
and the abode of agony. Never mind names. One of the walls is all
window ; and the other three, allowing for a small door and a smaller
fireplace, are all books. They come down from the ceiling to the
mantel, and then pour down again to the floor, and hem in the fen-
der. Some of these days, perhaps, the chimney will catch fire, and
Iand my books be burnt together.

I have no need for a catalogue; I can carry the names and
places of my small batch well enough in my head, and have often
found out a particular shelf and a particular volume in the dark. Up
there, for instance, the fourth series to the left on shelf six from the
ground, is my copy of the English Cyclopedia, a New Dictionary of
Universal Knowledge, conducted by Charles Knight. Come down,
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Charles Knight, in the section of biography, volume the fourth, and
let me see what you can tell me about Pocahontas. Upon my word, it
is too bad ! Charles Knight cannot tell me anything about her. He
does not even condescend to mention her name. Here are Pliny the
younger, and old Dr. Plot of Staffordshire—all the county historians
and archaologists speak of him as ¢ old Dr. Plot;’ was he ever young
Dr. Plot, I wonder >—here are Plutarch, and Pocock the eminent
Orientalist; and here is Edgar Allan Poe, poet, mystic, and * cuss.’
New, between Plutarch and Pocock should come—or I am no hand
at index-making—Pocahontas. But there is never a mention of the
sweet Indian lass; nor in the few pages of supplementary nampes
appended to the biographical section is anything said concerning
her. We will try again. Captain John Smith may be a personage
sufficiently important to have attracted the notice of the cavalierian
biography. I take up volume the sixth, and turn up the tribe of all
the Smiths. Here are John Pye Smith, LL.D., and John Raphael
Smith the landscape-painter, commonly called Smith of Derby; here
too are John Stafford Smith the Catch-Club composer, and John
Thomas Smith the celebrated engraver, best known to us as ‘ Nolle-
kens’ Smith, the author of a delightful biography of that eccentric
and miserly sculptor, whom he tried so hard, but unsuccessfully, to
toady out of a legacy. But the next Smith is Joseph, irreverently
termed ¢ Joe Smith,” the Mormon prophet; and my John Smith,
master mariner, is nowhere.

I shut up Charles Knight in sorrow, not unmixed with anger;
but on the whole the sorrow predominates. After all, the default
in re Smith may not be the personal and literary fault of C. K.
Your modern encyclopedists and ¢ dictionary-makers,’ classical, bio-
graphical, biblical, and otherwise, devise, arrange, and superintend ;
but they of necessity confide the execution of their details to subor-
dinate writers. These subs are, not to use too harsh a term, hacks.
They are in a hurry to get through their drudgery, and to earn
their poor stipends. They have recourse to the biographers who have
gone before them ; and the result is, that the majority of our portly,
glossy, splendidly-bound modern encyclopedias are, in a hun
instances, merely perpetuations of the blunders and omissions of
the encyclopedias which have preceded them.

But the man who wrote the encyclopedia out of his own head !
The mention of the name of the grand old seventeenth-century
scholar suggests to me the hope, that in his tremendous tomes I
might find something germane to my topic. Where are you, old
Pierre Bayle, in all the ponderosity of your learning, and the enor-
mity of your black periwig? Mr. T. Carlyle has used you but scurvily,
my Peter, and in his Life of Frederick implied with a sneer that
you were but one of those whom savage Cobbett used to call ¢ the
old Shufflebreeches of the Quarterly Review ;' but you knew an im-



A PILGRIMAGE IN QUEST OF POCAHONTAS 48

mensity in almost every department of human learning, for all that.
I have the Critical Dictionary down there by the side of John
Sylvester’s translation of Du Bartas, and Jeremy Taylor's Rule of
Conscience, and Minsheu and Cotgrave, and the Illustrated London
News for I know not how many years; down over against the old
oak chest, un coffre et rien dedans—

Eh! gai c’est 1a richesse
Du gros Roger Bontemps ;

for it holds but my will and my confessions, and the stump of my
first cheque-book, and a lock of yellow hair of the girl that is gone.
Come out, Peter Bayle, and let us see if I can extract aught from
that prodigious black periwig of yours.

Nothing but disappointment for me this wet morning; that is
certain. Bayle, so delightfully copious on most subjects, even to
the minutest, is on my desiderated topic mum. He passes coolly,
in 8, from Smiglecius—bother Smiglecius !—to Socin ; and, under
Poinet, to Diane de Poictiers. Avaunt, old Peter with the wig! I
begin to think that Mr. T. Carlyle was not so unjust after all, in
speaking despitefully of you. What is your huge exploit of book-
learning, in fine, but one elaborate monument of human spite ? You
wrote it, you know you did, mainly in the hope of confuting and
bringing to naught the Siear Moreri, who had written another Criti-
cal Dietionary as wordy as yours, and whom you consequently hated.
Two lives of David, Peter Bayle, and not one of Pocahontas !

I am about, like Orfeo, to cry Son disperato, when I remember
that high up ceilingwards there lurks a fat little volume in French,
the Biographie Universelle of Lalaune, Renier, Bernard, Laumier,
Choler, Mongin, Janin, Deloge, and Fuisse. This pot-bellied little
tome contains no less than nineteen hundred and sixty-three pages
in double columns. Think of that, Master Brooke; ay, and Master
Bayle too. I mark, opening the volume haphazard, that the Bio-
graphie Universelle has deigned to bestow a notice on Count Beni-
owski, the Polish dwarf. Surely my Pocahontas, a maiden of suffi-
cient inches, may find half a column or so among the all but four
thousand which make up this book. Vain hope. Poccetti the
peinter, pupil of Ghirlandajo; Pocoche, célebre voyageur ; but not a
glimpse of Pocahontas. I am well-nigh too sick at heart after this
toturn to the Smiths; but when I do, it is as I thought. No:
bere is at least a gleam, a scintillation of the long-sought one :

SyitH, J.: navigateur Anglais, one of the founders of the Anglo-
American colonies, 1579-1631. He made three voyages to Virginia,
from 1606 to 1614, and presided at the foundation of James-town.
See the ¢ Description of New England,’ in 8vo, 1616.

Now it is a wager of Lombard-street to a China orange that this
Smith, ravigateur Anglais, is my master mariner. But how does
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the discovery—grateful as I am for it—help me towards reading up
the story of Pocahontas ? The Biographie Universelle says nothing
about her. There is the Description of New England, 8vo, 1616,
to which I am bidden to refer.. Now I will likewise wager that my
friend Samuel L. M. Barlow, who possesses the largest and rarest
collection of works relating to early American history to be found in
the known world, has the Description in question ; but the Biblio-
theca Barloviana is in Madison-square, New York ; and here am I
in Bloomsbury, on a wet day, and with a bad leg.

I have tried my hardest, I am sure; but what else can I do?
The contents of my shelves are limited. I don’t own the Encyclo-
pedia Britannica. I haven't got Rees or Chalmers. My Grainger,
with Mark Noble’s continuation, is at the binder’'s. I am destitute
even of a Maunder’s T'reasury.

When the heir of Lynn was about to hang himself, and was
fixing for that purpose a staple to a beam, the rotten woodwork, if
I remember the legend aright, gave way, and a great bag of broad
pieces, mingled with dust and cobwebs, tumbled out of the hole and
hit the happy heir of Lynn on the nose. A chance almost as for:
tunate was mine, just as I had abandoned all hope with regard to
Pocahontas. Standing on tiptoe on a flight of steps, and sulkily
replacing the Biographie Universelle, I managed to displace two
pretty octavos bound in blue, their backs beautifully emblazoned
with spread eagles and stars-and-stripes in gold. I declare they are
good Mrs. Mary Howitt’s Popular History of the United States.
Now Mrs. Howitt must, I argue, have something to say about the
early settlers in Virginia, and consequently about Pocahontas and
Captain John Smith. With trembling hands I turn to the table of
contents. Yes, here is my margent: ¢ Chapter IV. Extraordinary
adventures of Smith—his life saved by the Indian girl Pocahontas.’
Now for my text.

Captain John Smith, Mrs. Howitt sets forth, as brave and true
a man as ever lived, was, with his two Indian guides, and after a
desperate fight, taken prisoner by the savage Indians of Virginia in
an expedition he had undertaken up the Chickahominy. He was an
object both of interest and of terror to the natives, and they exulted
much in his capture. Captain John was therefore conveyed, se-
curely bound, from the Indian settlements on the Chickahominy to
those on the Rappahannoch and the Potomac, and so on to the
residence of Opechancanough at the Pamunky. Here, for a space
of three days, the Indian medicine-men practised their direst incan-
tations, to ascertain from their Great Spirit what was the right thing
to do with Captain John; whether they should torment him to
death after their savage fashion, or fall down and worship him. Cap-
tain Smith remained perfectly calm, as though indifferent to his fate,
or assured of his safety; at which these wild creatures were much
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amazed, thenceforth inclining rather to the falling down and wor-
shipping notion. '

The decision of his fate was referred to a chief named Powhat-
tan, then residing at some little distance; and to his wigwam he
was conveyed. The grim warrior, attended by all the braves of his
tribe, received him in solemn council, and began to deliberate whether
he should be barbecued or deified. The vote was given in favour of
his being barbecued. The commencement of the torture was, how-
ever, delayed—probably the fagots, resin, &c. had to be got ready;
and meanwhile this philosophic John Smith employed himself in
making hatchets and in stringing beads, which he gave—most artful
mariner—to Pocahontas, the daughter of Powhattan; a girl of ten
years of age, who, for beauty of countenance, and spirit combined
with gentleness, so far surpassed all the maidens of her people that
she was called the ¢ nonpareil of the country.” I should very much
like the historians to tell me what is the Indian for ¢ nonpareil'—
¢ Opechancanough’ perhaps. At length the great day of barbecuing
amived. He knelt on the place of execution, when pretty little
Pocahontas, obeying an impulse of mercy, sprang to his side, threw
her arms round his neck, and, laying her head upon his shoulder,
interposed between him and death. An impulse of mercy indeed.
I dare be sworn- that the copper-coloured darling had been plotting
Captain John's delivery ever since the verdict of the braves had gone
against him ; nor is it improbable that the whole thing was arranged
between her and some good-natured medicine-man, who hinted to
her, ¢ You plead for him, my dear, and Powhattan your papa will
never have the heart to refuse you.” Mercy in most women is not
an impulse but an intuition, and only needs proper direction to suc-
cour the whole world. For one Herodias—the hussy !—with her jigs
and pirouettes, who asks for John the Baptist’s head in a charger,
there are ten thousand Pocahontases ready to interpose their silky
heads between the doomed captive and the uplifted tomahawk, and
80 plead with irresistible piteousness for his life.

Well, they didn’t barbecue Captain John Smith. The devotion
and entreaties of Pocahontas saved his life. The Indians offered
kim every inducement which lay in their power to join their nation,
and have rule over them. They besought him to join them in
attacking the feeble colony of white men settled at James-town.
This, of course, Captain John Smith stoutly refused to do. He,
the true and leal Englishman, who had not flinched at the imminent
prospect of the most horrid tortures, was in no mood now to turn
tnitor. His firm denial rather prepossessed the Indians in his
fivour than otherwise. They detained him for some considerable
period among them, but treated him more as an honoured hostage
than as a prisoner hostile to them. His captivity, indeed, was of
wme advantage to his countrymen settled at James-town: for he
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became a proficient in the language of the Indians, studied their
country and their characteristics, and was the means of bringing
about something like a friendly intercourse between the English
colonists and the tribes governed by the fierce Powhattan. He was
allowed to return at last, to find the settlement reduced to forty-
two disheartened, disunited, and miserable souls. Once more did
true-hearted little Pocahontas come to his assistance; for when
Captain John and his companions were on the very verge of starva-
tion, the daughter of Powhattan came twice a week with a troop of
Indian girls bringing baskets of grain and fruit for the destitute
pale-faces.

Now it is as plain, I think, as the nose on the face of the bronze
statue of the Duke of Wellington over Mr. Decimus Burton’s arch,
that pretty Pocahontas had been all along over head and ears in love
with Captain John Smith. Why didn’t Captain John marry her ?
why, indeed ? Because it wasn’t to be; because I, the constant
writer, have been, for I know not how many paragraphs, making an
egregious idiot of myself—or at least should have done so, had I
written concerning Pocahontas without book, and not turned up in
the niek of time Mrs. Howitt’s history. A beautiful blunder I should
have committed through the default of the encyclopedists. Leav-
ing love out of the question, there never was any question of matri-
mony between the Indian maiden and Captain Smith. Pocahontas
was destined to be baptised, and to become the bride of an English-
man, of a good and gallant Briton too; but his name wasn’t Smith
at all. It was John Rolfe.

A chance reference in Mrs. Howitt's agreeable work sends me
to Bancroft’s flourishing—somewhat too flourishing— History of the
United States. At once I remember that I possess Bancroft un-
abridged, in thirteen volumes octavo, lying at this moment, not on
my shelves, but all in a heap, and with never a cover on one of the
thirteen volumes, in the recesses of a dark cupboard. I took Ban-
croft in extenso with me to the States a few years ago, thinking to
read up something about American history on the passage out. His
history passed the custom-house at Beston in safety; but very
soon after I reached New York I became acquainted with the Hon-
ourable George Bancroft, some time Minister plenipotentiary from
the United States to the Court of St. James'’s, irn propria persona.
It may be that the advantage of enjoying the living conversation of
the illustrious historian rendered me indolent in perusing his history.
As a rule, we do not often read the works of the people we know.
Crammington, who wrote Babylon in a Bandbox, and Ninereh in a
Nutshell, used to complain that so little was the wife of his bosom
sequainted with the inside of that vast performance, that, until in a
moment of indignant vanity he disclosed the fact, Mrs. C. was quite
unaware of his having dedicated his magnum opus to her. Perchance
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it may have been, that through the generosity of friends in the
strange hospitable country beyond the Atlantic, I began, ere I had
been a week in the States, to accumulate stores of well-bound litera-
tare on almost every American topic, and found the thirteenfold Ban-
croft rather de trop in my portmanteau. Be it as it may, I de-
termined, after three months looking at him without reading him,
to send him back to Europe. A trusted friend took charge of the
thiteen. They were securely packed up, with other mementoes
which I was sending to friends in Europe: notably with an ice-
pitcher from Tiffany’s—as big and as bright as the Goodwood Cup,
but not quite so valuable—a lot of moccasins and deerskin pouches
.and wampum belts from Niagara, and a proof line engraving of the
late President Lincoln. All came to dreadful grief before the friend
and the Asia, which bore them, reached Liverpool—all save the ice-
piteher; and even that arrived with a big dent in it, as though it
had been the morion of some stout Cavalier hewn down by a broad-
sword at Marston Moor. Poor Abraham Lincoln’s portrait was re-
duced to a dab of briny pulp; the moccasins and pouches were
weltering in a miniature tan-pit at the bottom of the box ; and Ban-
eroft’s thirteen volumes—but I shudder to describe their deplorable
condition. You see, there had been a storm in mid Atlantic, and the
Asia had caught it badly. The sea came rushing one night into
my friend’s state-room, and it was as much as he could do to escape
through a skylight, half dressed, half drowned, and with the muscles
of his right forearm slashed all to ribbons by fragments of broken
glass. My poor box was a mass of sodden boards, containing only
80 much sop. How on earth they managed at home to restore
Bancroft to something like valid thirteenedness I never could rightly
discover. But they do such wonderful things, with all manner of
articles, at home. I believe they carefully separated Bancroft's let-
ter-press from his soaked covers—an operation which must have
rivalled in difficulty that of restoring a papyrus manuseript or un-
rolling & mummy—and laid him out to dry, leaf by leaf, before the
kitchen fire ; and there he is now in the cupboard, a baker’s dozen
sitrong, safe and sound, though with never a coat to his back, waiting
for the binder, but smelling very strongly of the salt of the sea.

I have no difficulty, thanks to the preserving process which the
thirteen have undergone, in picking out the particular volume of
Bancroft of which I am in search, and splicing the severed length
ofmy Pocahontas yarn to the shore-end of the cable. Ilearn, then,
that after Captain John Smith had returned—unmarried, and, it
would seem, unbetrothed even, to his preserver—Pocahontas con-
nwed to gmom in gentleness and beauty, but fell, poor child, on
what menaced evil days for her. Anvwi. .-, idin annears ap.
the scene, hight Argall—a bad-sonnding nawme, you will allow—afft
by all events a swaggering and unscrupulous adventurer. He came
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to Virginia in a trading-ship, and being on one occasion sent up the
Potomac to barter European ¢ notions’ for corn, fell in with Poca-
hontas, who at that time had not appeared in James-town for two
whole years. What call had she to go thither when John Smith
was away—never perhaps to return? Argall had heard of Poca-
hontas, and of her well-deserved influence among her own people ;
and like a brutal scheming ruffian as he was, thought he might do
a good stroke of business by kidnapping the pretty little chieftain’s
daughter. Aided by a rascally Indian, whom he bribed with the
prodigious donation of a brass kettle, this scoundrel Argall en-
ticed Pocahontas on board his ship—perhaps he told her that he
had news of John Smith for her—and carried her off to James-town.
Powhattan, bursting with grief and rage, demanded the restora-
tion of his daughter. This, of course, scoundrel Argall refused
under a heavy ransom. Guerra! guerra !—in the Opechancanough
language—was then, of course, the cry of the bereaved father and
his tribe. The war-hatchet was disinterred, the war-paint daubed
on, the war-dance performed, and every preparation made for an
attack, with an ultimate view to barbecuing, on the James-town
colonists. But in this embarrassing conjuncture a deliverer suddenly
appeared for Pocahontas. This was John Rolfe, an amiable young
enthusiast, who had emigrated to the forests of Virginia, where he
wandered about, like St. Jerome in the desert, and saw visions, and,
¢ with the solicitude of a troubled soul, reflected on the true end of
his being.’ There were many such amiable young enthusissts in
England—many such solicitous and troubled souls just then. They
were, in fact, the sucking Puritans : their children were to be the
stern and not amiable enthusiasts, who signed the Solemn League
and Covenant, and poured out their blood like water in contest with
the men of Belial who wore lovelocks, and believed in stained win-
dows and stone altars. They were the grim Roundheads, who tried
the man Charles Stuart, and cut off his head in the open street
before Whitehall. John Rolfe, wandering, yet unleagued and unco-
venanted, in the Virginian wilds, fancied daily that he heard a voice
crying in his ears, and telling him that the true end of his being was
to make Pocahontas a Christian. This voice, Bancroft tells us, was
that of the Spirit. But John Rolfe heard also, and, it would seem,
simultaneously, another voice, which, I surmise, was rather of a
lower calibre, and more resembled that of the flesh than of the spirit,
counselling him not only to labour for the conversion of the yet an-
regenerated maiden, but to ask her of her papa in marriage. Nowan
offer of marriage, it is well known, has through countless ages been
the means of terminating ¢ difficulties’ much mare coricus than this

) Powhoténe -—a suc osames-town settlers. According to
wicked Mrs. Peachum, ¢ marriage makes the blemish ;’ but if we read

life by the twilight of experience, we shall find there is hardly so ugly
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s flaw but a questlon well popped will mend it. Pocahontas was
very soon instructed in the dogmas of Christianity. As I have said,
there is no doubt that the good little creature was born a Chnstla.n,
although she and her pagan papa and mamma were unconscious of
the fact. She was baptised in the little church at James-town;
and her reception into the Church of England was very speedily fol-
lowed by her nuptials with John Rolfe. In April,1618, to the joy
of Sir Thomas Dale the governor, and with the approbation of her
father and friends, Opachisco her uncle gave the bride away; and
she stammered over the altar her marriage vows, according to the
Anglican rites. Three years afterwards, having been fully instructed in
the English language, and bearing the English name of Rebecca—
not half so pretty a one, to my thinking, as Pocahontas—she sailed
with her husband and Sir Thomas Dale to England. There she was,
88 I have said, lionised and caressed. As a wife, and afterwards
83 a mother, her conduct was irreproachable; but as she was pre-
paring to return to Virginia, at the age of twenty-two, Mistress
Rebecca Rolfe, née Princess Pocahontas, died. The Bollands and
the Randolphs, two of the most distinguished families of Virginia,
and of the last named of which the illustrious American orator
and statesman John Randolph was a scion, are proud to trace their
descent from the union of the ¢ amiable enthusiast’ and the merciful
Indian maiden.

I forgot to say, that during her sojourn in England Pocahontas
met with her old friend John Smith, and that by him she was re-
commended to the notice of the Queen, Anne of Denmark. This
circumstance reads very decorously in the historian’s grave page;
but I am certain that all young ladies, ay and all middle-aged and
all elderly ladies to boot, who have been so good as to follow me
through this pilgrimage in quest of Pocahontas will agree with me
that John Rolfe, with all his amiable enthusiasm and intercourse
with spirit-voices, was not at all the kind of young man for Pocahon-
tas. Her acquaintance with Captain John Smith was evidently of
the nature of what boarding-school girls call a ¢ case ;* and Captain
Johr Smith she ought to have married, or nobody at all.*

X' Enbot.

I have heard of a portrait of Pocahontas, which is said to be
preserved among her descendants in Virginia, and which represents
her in the costume worn by English ladies of rank in the Eliza-
bethan, or rather Jacobian, era ; but the rigid Indian-looking plaits
of hair hanging down betray her descent.

® * When 8mith went to visit her in London, after saluting him she tarned away

ber face and hid it in her hands, and remained in this position for two or three
bours.’ American Cyclopedia.
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THE travelling season sets in, year by year, with a fast-increasing
animation. The migration of the swallows is not more certain or
more regular than is the rush of tourists, ‘ trippers,” and excursion-
ists of every degree, along the iron roads and across the narrew sess.
Railways and steamboats have their accommodating powers tested to
an extent that suggests seme mysterious elasticity of the cabins and
carriages, if not of the mass of living humanity with which ships
and trains are freighted. Yearly too do the number of the holiday-
makers augment, as the impulse of locomotion penetrates into social
strata where it was lately unfelt, until, by a slight misquotation of a
familiar couplet, we might muke the poet declare that

¢ Those travel now that never ranged before,
And those that always travell’d roam the more.’

But all this is not restlessness.

The spirit that sends forth paterfamilias, Murray in hand, to
squabble over alien inn-bills, and to storm foreign picture-galleries
at the head of a forlorn hope of marriageable daughters, is not one
that deserves to be called restless. Jones, the Oxford tutor, as he
drives the spike of his alpenstock into the doubtful ice of a glacier ;
or as he crawls and scrambles, one of a party of five roped together,
up the slippery aréte of the dangerous Donnerundblitzenhorn, is per-
haps foelbardy, but not restless. Nor is it restlessness which has
filled yonder huge train, that two panting engines can hardly propel,
with all that motley throng of hot excursionists returning London-
wards after their cheap six hours at the seaside. In an age of hard
brain and muscle work like ours, there is a natural demand for re-
laxation of & kind undreamed of by our slower-thinking ancestors.
And to most of us relaxation means change, new scenes, new occu-
pations, fresh objects of interest, something to see and to do which
shall be as far as is possible dissimilar to what we usually do and
see. A holiday, to be perfect of its kind, should surely afford the
strongest practicable contrast to the routine of our working life.

Really restless people are not to be confounded with the swarm
of summer tourists whom the wish to breathe a purer air, to be glad-
dened by unaccustomed sights, or to seek health and pleasure accord-
ing to the bent of their minds and the compass of their purse, tempts
to an anmual Hegira. Theirs is but a temporary abandonment of
the household gods, after all. November will come, with its fogs
and its call to dutics ; and the barrister will return to his briefs and
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the merchant to his counting-house, and even the Pall-mall idler,
the fruges consumere natus of the clubs, will wing his way back to
the familiar bay-window and to the greasy pavement of London. The
genuinely restless are of another genus, and their wanderings are of
a different character. It is net so much that they leave home as
that they are constantly exchanging .one home for another.

‘ Home’ in the days of our fathers was a word the sound of which
was solemm as well as sweet. The very name had a music of its
own, & poetry and a pathes that clung to it, as ivy nestles to the
walls of some old house in which kindred generations have lived and
died. To bid a stranger be at home was the heartiest dictum of
hospitality. And what home was to the indwellers of the gabled hall,
the snug parsonage, or the  great house’ of some small sleepy town
or straggling village, ean scarcely be known save to those who have
diligently studied the memoirs and letters of the eighteenth and
seventeenth centuries. Our predecessors, both men and women,
had a catlike attachment to their dwellings, a strong local patriotism
strange to us, whom advertisements of superior stone-fronted man-
sions and eligible villas constantly beguile to take up our abode in
this or that eminently-improving neighbourhood. Home, too, was
thought to be a phrase peculiarly English, and was all the better
loved on 'that account. Benighted foreigners, who could not men-
tion the domestic hearth without- resorting to the ridiculous peri-
phragis of a ‘ chez s0i,” could not be expected to understand the love
which true Britons felt for the red bricks mellowed by age, for the
deep windows coped with white stone, for the weatherbeaten porch,
ad for the fragrant garden full of quaint old flowers and luscious
wall-fruit ; but to those who had been born within the four seas home
was as an Eden. To feel at home was ease and comfort; while
the dreary expression ¢ all abroad’ is eloquent in its illustration of a
wretched, dazed, unsettled, and woolgathering condition of the mind.

It may be that in their adoration of home, as of some other na-
tional boasts, our ancestors rode their hobby rather too hard. The
typical home, surrounded by none but peaceful pleasant sights and
sounds, might at certain seasons have been excessively damp, and
for a considerable part of the year inordinately dull. A residence
that seemed delightful so long as the shade of the great green rust-
ling boughs fell upon the paths that wound among flower-beds re-
sepant with the drowsy hum of bees, might present another aspect
when the last brown leaf had dropped to add its tribute to the rotten-
ness of the decaying vegetation, and when the heavy rain beat day
tfier day on the lead-framed panes of the Elizabethan windows. But
aill the hereditary dwelling was beloved and believed in. Whatever
its defects, it was always the dear old place, the paragon and cyno-
sure of all possible homes, in the eyes of those to whom every jut-
ting beam and hlackening wainscot was as the face of a dumb friend.
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How the change began, by what process we English became
weaned from our antique affections, it is puzzling to conjecture ; but
at any rate this much is certain, that from the most homestaying
we have become the most wandering of European nations. Of course,
in this respect we are very far outstripped by our cousins across the
Atlantic. A sort of reproach attaches to.a citizen of the great re-
public who is content to die where he was born. Such a vegetable
inactivity argues, in the opinion of his acquaintance, a contemptible
lack of adventurous courage; a puny soul, that shrinks from helping
on the conquering march of that ¢ manifest destiny’ which is to raise
grain-crops from the prairie, and to set up monster hotels on the
Rocky Mountains, while improving buffaloes, Indians, and Mormons
off the face of creation. But there is this difference, that an Ameri-
can is tempted to move by the hope of profit; whereas an English
household would often be at a loss to assign any rational motive for
the frequent flittings that are a part of modern life.

The most incorrigible rovers are probably families that are well-
to-do in the world, without being positively rich. They are able to
plead all manner of extenuating circumstances on their own behalf,
and to invest with a sort of prudential halo the resolution which in
their heart of hearts they know to be the mere offspring of caprice.
With them it is always a question of the growing dearness of Chel-
tenham, or the health-giving breezes of Brighton. Torquay is
necessary for Louisa’s delicate chest; or Marlborough offers such ad-
vantages for the boys; or Leamington is the very place in which to
¢ bring out’ darling Kitty, who looks so well in her habit, and will
be certain to marry a fox-hunter of fortune. Any reasod carries
weight with those who are predisposed to change, and when it has
served its turn, can be shelved and forgotten. The very people who
to-day insist on courting balmy breezes in some west-country para-
dise, where myrtles flourish and frosts are unknown, will to-morrow
cry aloud for bracing air, and will eagerly inquire for a commodious
residence in some elevated spot—say, Kemp Town or Tunbridge
Wells. The family that last year vowed to stay for ever in the
country, and that seemed to care for nothing but croquet, gardening,
and fancy poultry, now engage a suitable stucco-fronted mansion in
Bayswater, and protest that a town life is the only one endurable,
after all. These prompt converts are not in the least insincere.
Their zeal is genuine; but they are sadly fickle of purpose; and
house-agents, brokers, and furniture-packers reap a rich harvest
from their migratory habits.

Professional ties, or local interests of a pecuniary kind, have a
sobering effect upon many men who, lacking such bonds, would sel-
dom spend more than two years, or three at most, in the same place
We may often hear the father of ten children deplore the ruinous
cxpense of moving with so large a family. The vicar laments that
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his benefice is & clog that keeps him stationary. Now this repining
at the not being able to strike one’s tents like a Bedouin, and be
off to fresh fields and pastures new, is the product of an eminently
modern feeling. All the wise saws and time-honoured apophthegms
of antiquity went dead against it. Our ancestors verily believed not
only that a rolling stone could gather no moss, but that the rolling
stone ought to be heartily ashamed of itself when confronted by the
respectable old boulders that were green and tufted with the cushioned
growth of years. And accordingly law and public opinion went hand
in hand in the attempt to repress what was considered as an evil
practice. Strolling players were denounced as rogues and vagabonds,
less because they acted than because they strolled. The hawker
with his patient donkey plodding under the weight of the laden pan-
niers, the pedlar with knapsack and ellwand, were rated far below
the humblest rural trader who had, like Mr. Shandy, & local habita-
tion and & name. The picturesque gipsies, whose camp-fires dotted
the moor or the common, were credited with the theft of every fowl
stolen from a henroost and with the light-fingered conveyance of all
linen missing from the garden hedge. Even the needy knifegrinder,
when tipsy and quarrelsome, might expect, like Canning’s brother of
the wheel, to be sentenced to the parish stocks by that stern Rhada-
manthus, Justice Oldmixon, while natives of the village escaped stock,
if not scot, free. It went hard in merry England with vagrants of
the humbler sort, and Society set her face severely against the peri-
patetic philosophers who roamed about in rags, while what may be
alled genteel vagabondage was not as yet invented.

Perhaps, as in the instance of most epidemics, it was from abroad
that the infection of restlessness, so far as it relates to frequent
change of residence, spread over the land. The peace of 1814-15
was as the letting out of waters as concerned the efflux of adven-
turous English households upon the Continent, which was to them
15 & sealed book. During the long war not only had large fortunes
been lightly made in commerce, but British prices had been worked
upto a standard too high to be endured when once the fall of Napo-
leon had reopened Europe to the insular invaders. It is extraordi-
nary, taking into account the difficulties and the slowness of travel
in those steamless days, when the paved roads of France and the
sandy tracks of Germany were peopled with pigtailed postillions,
vellow diligences, heavy-heeled horses in rope harness, and antedi-
lwvian chaises de poste, how quickly and how decisively the locust-
cloud of roving English settled down wherever the local attractions
were greatest. They reformed the slovenly hotels ; they improved the
villanous roads; they taught their neighbours how to pave and light
ad drain the towns in which they condescended to take up their
temporary abode ; and they raised the scale of comforts and of prices
fom Nuremberg to Naples. They brought with them their cher-
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ished institutions—the club, the chaplain, even the national sports
of horse-racing and fox-hunting. About the year 1820 there were
packs of foxhounds under English management in Russia, in Hun-
gary, in Bohemia, and in the Netherlands. France was still more
in favour with the expatriated foxhunter, and there was even a hunt
established at Boulogne-sur-Mer.

Gradually, as the roads grew better and as geography became -
a science more popularly studied, the number of English residents
abroad increased. The first bold explorers had often conducted their
advance almost at random, and their expeditions must have had some
of the racy interest which attended those of the late Captain Cook,
since it is hard to do justice to the hazy conception which the aver-
age Briton of the Georgian reigns entertained of the Continent from

‘which he had been so long excluded. The heads of English fami-
lies, self-banished, discovered that a franc at any rate did duty for
a shilling, and that the purchasing powers of their incomes were
thus’ increased by a steady twenty per cent. For those who had—
no uncommon combination—a lean purse and a long muster-roll of
children—there were places that presented economical advantages
not to be despised. Those old Flemish cities, where life goes on
as equably as the sluggish flow of their dark canals, and where the
largest brood of human fledglings could be fed for next to nothing,
offered temptations almost irresistible. Needy paterfamilias, smart-
ing under the infliction of London prices, listened to the recital of
how fifteen peaches could be bought for sixpence, or to quotations
of butcher-meat at ever so little a pound, as the Spaniards under
Charles V. hearkened to the accounts of El Dorado. And then, be-
sides these calm emporiums of material plenty, were there not French
provinces where a sovereign went as far as a five-pound note within
the bills of mortality >—cheap Normandy and cheaper Brittany, and
Poitou with its red partridges and rough red wine; and the sandy
Landes beyond, where the possessor of even a dozen olive-branches
could live at a cost that to insular ears sounded absurdly low.

That those halcyon days for the trnants from England have long
since come to an end is certain enongh. Railways are great equal-
isers of prices, and the shriek of the steam-whistle never fails to
scare away the bashful nymph Economy. And then the natives of
even sequestered places are quick to learn that their tariff is regarded
by the foreign settlers as being, like the charges of ¢ Green-door and
Brass-knocker’ in a forgotten play, ridiculously trifling.” Rash
Mrs. Rabbits, who, with her numerous young family and pension as
a colonel's widow H.E.I.C.S., has come out to enjoy the frugal
abundance of some out-of-the-way nook abroad, boasts of the many
eggs she buys for half a franc, or draws contrasts between her Chel-
tenham bills and those which she pays in the pleasant town of St.
Grippesou. Poor Indian lady, she will not very long have occasion
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to draw the parallel! Her blue-aproned bonne, in round-eared cap
sad purple stockings, speaks ne English, it is true, yet knows what
madame means by her crowing over the cheapness of the place. The
very marketwomen understand when she tries to bargain with them,
that she is, as Lord Clive said of his own, astonished at their modera-
tion. Yet a little while, and the value of all things will begin to
creep upwards, and St. Grippesoun will be as expensive as Searborough,
wd the widows and the half-pay officers must break up their en-
anpment and go farther afield.

There are unquestionably nooks and corners abroad where it is
stll possible to live on but little, on eondition that the requirements
should be as modest as the income that supplies them. But then

| there are English nooks and corners, Scotch, Welsh, and especially

Irish nooks and corners, for which as much can be said with equal
tuth. In every case a great many drawbacks exist, both to the
Peasure and to what may be called the profit of life. Much must
be given up to the exaeting genius of Thrift: and it will always be
1 question how much of intellectual stagnation, of the loss of invigo-
nting and beautifying influences, and possibly what of positive bar-
Wrism, should be set against the single solid merit of cheap living.
All these spots are from the very nature of their being remote from
the great centres of thought and action ; they are sleepy pools, un-
sirred by the rush and roar of the river of human progress; out of
tme with the modern world, theirs is an atmosphere redolent of
slethfal decay. Even in those German towns where education is to
be had on low terms, as well as beef and beetroot, and where sound
cassieal teachers are a drugin the market, and spectacled professors
of mathematies earn' less than a butler in Belgravia, much the same
kind of moral malaria hovers over the pavement of the grass-grown
sreets. Boys can be taught their lessons there, and cheaply too ;
bet that fact represents the sum-total of the advantages of Saner-
krautstein or of Bierburg. The very tutors who patiently coach Eng-
lish lads through Greek plays and Latin iambics are themselves but
a sort of foll-grown children—deeply-read and meritoriously bard-
wrking, no doubt, but absolute babes in worldly knowledge. Their

ing is of books, bookish; their town a Sleepy Hollow; and
music, metaphysics, and maitrink are the appropriate spoon-meat
vhich is all they have to offer to even strong men. There is =
tresmy drowsiness about the place that nothing but life-long custom
could render endurable. ‘

It is mainly due, no doubt, to the extemsion of that railway
fystem that now, like the bars of an enormous gridiron, stretches
its iron ways over every available portion of the map of Europe,
that changes of abode have become so very common as they arc.
The English residents abroad are legion now, and no known means
elist of ascertaining their numbers. Supposing a genersl war to
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the character of a camp; while the Americans would not occupy
their present political rank had they been content to linger on the
barren sea-coast of New England. But it is more remarkable that
the modern passion for change should have infected even the French,
once the most stay-at-home of European populations. There are
still dignified old dames among the French noblesse who have never
missed a New-year’s day in Paris, yet who have never seen a green
leaf on the sickly chestnut-trees of the Tuileries Gardens. Their
nle of life has been as that of the Medes and Persians. Four
months at the gloomy roomy old hotel in the Faubourg St. Ger-
main; eight months in the gray chiteau with its steep roof and
belfry - tower, and the weedy moat full of huge carp slowly swim-
ming, and the formal gardens. The same old servants—born and
bred on the estate, and with a sort of hereditary interest in the
fimily blazon, the family income, and the family alliances—went
through the routine of household labour in town and country, and
bad a poor opinion of the frivolous Parisians. There was great
thrift, keen attention to the pettiest details of housekeeping economy ;
s strange medley of stinginess and good-nature, of ceremony and
familiarity, of austere strictness and of plain-spoken kindliness, in all
the relations between man and master, between mistress and maid,
in such old-world establishments as these. Wher in Paris, no in-
mate of the mansion, from baron and baronne down to the groom
ad the kitchen-maid, ever forgot that all the in-dwellers of the house
were Poitevins or Normans or Provencals; and in the strength of
their local patriotism they regarded the outer world as Gentiles to
be kept at arm’s length.

A few of these fossil households yet exist—strongholds of antique
prejudice—where the chiefs of the family would as soon dream of
tiscovering the sources of the Congo as of bathing at Trouville, and
where a trip to Baden would be a freak beyond the wildest imagi-
mtions of the staid daughters who do their tapestry work so de-
murely in & corner of the oak-panelled parloir. But, as an andacious
French savant observed with reference to some canon of anatomy,
the majority of Gallic families in easy circumstances have ¢ changed
all that,” and are seldom less at home than when at home. A
summer divided betwden Rhenish roulette-tables, Gascon bathing-
places, and Savoy glaciers, is followed by a round of autumn visit-
ing at those new-fashioned chiteaux where a tolerable imitation of
English sport attracts the guests; and when battue-shooting and
s gallop after hounds have lost their charm, are there not fresh fields
and new pastures—the Mole at Algiers, the Ezbekieh of Cairo, the
Bay of Naples—where to linger till the Nice races are succeeded by
the pomps of Easter at Rome? And then, after a few weeks of
Parig, it is time again for the kursaals and pine-woods of the Ger-
man Brunnen. The feverish haste and hurry with which the modern






LOCHINVAR AT SALT LAKE

BY JUSTIN MSCARYHY, AUTHOR OF ‘ MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER,’ ETC.

| Bestixg om this hill-side, look around and below, and say whether

you have ever before seen a sight more beautiful. Beneath you
greads a green valley, girt by a perfect cincture of mountains, as
exquisite in their outlines as anything Greece itself can show, and
aowned with snowy peaks which dazzle the eye as they pierce into
the intensely blue heaven and flash back the brilliant sunlight. Far
of on the right that sunlight glitters on the edge of a lake. In the
niddle of the valley is a city nestling among groves and rich in
gardens.  Amid and over the white walls and the prodigal luxu-
nance of the foliage rises & huge dark- coloured oblong dome—if
such a phrase be correct—a vast roof, looking like the back of some
podigious turtle. One might fancy himself looking down upon some
Syrian scene, as he gazes on that town with its groves, its gardens,
‘its white walls, its flat roofs, and its one vast dome. From this
eachantment-lending distance the spectator might well imagine that
there, on the bosom of the loveliest valley ramparted by the most
gorious mountains in the world, stands the most picturesque city
reared by human hands.

It is almost a pity that the traveller should ever have to descend
into the town itself; for when once he gets there, the illusion van-
ishes. His imagined Damascus turns into a mean and shabby little
country town built upon a swamp. One long and straggling street,
two or three small cross strcets, and some decent suburbs, with
substantial residences, make up the whole concern. In the principal
thoroughfare there are perhaps half-a-dozen respectable shops; the
reat are wretched shanties. One or two drapers’ shops; one or two
gmmakers’, with a huge wooden gun projecting as a sign; several
tobacconists’ ; a couple of chemists’ ; these, with the post-office, the
news-agents, and the hotels, make up the trade and commerce of
the community. Nothing could well be more shabby, squalid, com-
monplace. Yet this is a famous city, over the picturesqueness and
aurchitectural splendour of which English travellers have written
themselves and their readers into sensational raptures. For it is
the City of the Salt Lake, the chief town of Utah, the residence
ad the capital of the prophet Brigham Young, whose house, sur-
mounted by its gilded beehive, is one of the objects which attract
the eye and excite the curiosity of the stranger on his first arrival.

Disappointment—and what Blanche Amory calls ¢ disillusion’—
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was still young enough to arraign the decrees of Providence, and
to think the whole scheme of the world was warped, and Destiny
grievously to blame because things had gone wrong with him. So
he became misanthropic ; the sourness of the grapes-he could not
reach set his teeth on edge; he felt disposed to profess a Carlylean
contempt for constitutional government and parliamentary institu-
tions ; he was weary of London, the Reform Club, the Opera, the
Star and Garter Richmond, and the Ship Greenwich. The New
World promised new sensations, and he went there : saw New York,
Boston, Philadelphia, 'Washington, Chicago; and when the Pacific
Railway was opened started for San Francisco, diverging to Salt
Lake City on his way. Here, then, he is, an intelligent, honourable,
manly Englishman, weary for a fresh sensation, and much disap-
pointed because here he fails as yet to find one.

He presents no letters of introduction, and, in American phrase,
merely ‘lounges round.” He begins to be a little interested, and
to feel that, after all, he is not in Essex when the Sunday comes ;
ad he goes to hear the service and sermon in the vast Tabernacle,
vhere eight thousand men, women, and babies are gathered under
e roof, and the divine necessity and sanctity of polygamy is
preached as a Christian doctrine. But he soon forgot Mormonism,
Brigham Young, and every such subject, in the delight of listening
to a voice that thrilled his ears and seemed to pierce his heart.

The Tabernacle boasted of a choir; and hymns were sung. The
fices of the singers were not visible to our hero where he sat ; but
the principal voice, that of a woman, was so pure, fresh, and exqui-
gte, that new pulses of pleasure seemed to waken in the organisa-
tion of our weary London opera-goer. Sweet, sad, plaintive, pas-
sionate, that voice seemed, as though if possible to soar to the very
hesven and cleave it with prayer. The sorrow of a Saint Cecilia
might thus have poured forth its glorious agony. For to Leslie
Sandon it seemed that the voice expressed not rapture of worship,
but utter anguish of remonstrance ; the wild appeal of a grief which
would presently change into despair. Perhaps our Londoner was
in a fancifal mood ; but he could not help, while he listened, imagin-
ing that he heard some captive, given over by man to the power of
ber enemies, raising her last pathetic impassioned appeal to heaven.
A Christian martyr might have sung in that strain, he thought,
while the chains were on her wrists, and the fire was being made
ready for her body.

As if to lend & positive justice to his fanciful imagining, the
vice of the singer suddenly faltered and trembled, then gave a wild
ey, then stopped; and there was a little commotion and stir among
the choir ; and Mr. Sandon presently learned that one of the singers
bad fainted. He could not learn who she was—people did not seem
to know, or would not tell him. The Mormon men are very free
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generally in volunteering information to strangers, but slow in ans-
wering questions.

Sandon walked thoughtfully homeward. This little incident made
somehow a deep impression on him.

This is his second day in Salt Lake City. He begins to think
that perhaps, after all his disappointment, the town is not wholly
commonplace, more especially when he learns that the proprietoz
of the hotel where he is staying—and where he pays five dollars
a day !—has four wives; and that two or three of these habitually
wait upon the guests, and are not too proud to hand the plates, and
fan away the swarming flies which ever interpose in Salt Lake City
between the cup and the lip of the traveller.

The attendants in the hotel are all women, and Mr. Sandon is
especially attracted by the quiet grace and beauty of one tall, fair-
haired, slender girl, whose countenance expresses intelligence and
melancholy. He observes this girl closely from the first, and be-
comes more and more impressed by her natural grace and her sad-
ness. As he looks up into her blue eyes he seems sometimes to sex
them swimming in tears. She hardly ever speaks of her own ae
cord; but she has at last to answer a question, and then Leslic
Sandon at once observes that she speaks with an English accent.

‘ You are English ?” he says, looking up at her as she stands
near his chair and hands him a cup of tea.

“Ah, yes!" is the sad reply.

‘I am from Engla.nd too,” said Sandon.

‘I knew it,” the girl replied. I knew it when 1 heard yot
speak. I have kept near you whenever I ‘could; because—because
it was so pleasant to hear the accent.’

¢ What part of England do you come from ?’

¢ From Barnes, in Surrey.’

¢ Why, I too am from Surrey !’ exclaimed our Briton, with de
licious memories of green hills, and daisied fields, and the winding
silver Thames and Wimbledon plains, pouring in upon him.

¢ I thought you came from Surrey,” said the girl. *O, what s
sweet place it is! and how I love it!” Her voice trembled, and
tears now visibly stood in her eyes.

¢ Have you been long here ?’ asked Sandon.

¢ Only three months—and I wish I were in my grave! O hush,
please ; don’t say any more.’

One of the wives approached, and the English damsel disap-
peared. Our hero was deeply interested and touched. This pretty
graceful English girl, so young and sad. How had she come here §
‘Who would not pity her ?

That first conversation took place one morning at breakfast. He
saw her again that day at dinner and at tea, and each time he con-
trived to have a few words of conversation with her. He lingered
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day after day at the hotel, growing more and more deeply interested

in this girl, and he eame gradually to know her whole story. Her

fither and mother had been well-to-do in farming, and she had re-

ceived & good education ; both parents died, and left her to the care

of her brother, who converted what property there was into money

and emigrated to the United States; while she, Esther Lyne, was

st to make a living as assistant in a London shop. Lately her

brother sent her money, and peremptorily ordered her to accompany
wme friends who were coming out to America to settle, as he had
done, in Utah. Esther was delighted to come; a lonely life of
monotonous work in London was growing almost unbearable; and
although she knew her brother had settled in Utah, she had no idea
vhatever of his having become a Mormon. So she travelled out
aross the Atlantic and across the plains; and she found her brother
the proprietor of the hotel in which she was acting as an attendant,

sad the husband of four wives. She found, too, that of all the fana-
tical Mormons in the town he was the most fanatical and ruthless,
ad that he had already made arrangements for her marriage with
oue of the influential elders of Salt Lake City, who desired to in-
crease his consideration with his people by teking a seventh wife,
but was anxious to please himself by choosing one who should be
young and pretty. In vain the poor girl pleaded, begged, and wept ;
ber brother knew no pity, and man’s guardianship over woman is
bgolute in Utah. To be a slave and live with the barbarous,Turk,
s to be more free than to be a woman in a Mormon household.
There was added to the common slavery of womanhood there this
bitter special agony in Esther's case—that the girl detested the
whole system in its doctrines as well as in its practices, and would
bave welcomed death rather than accept either. So all the power
of argument, persuasion, harshness, menace—the menace even of
vague and nameless dangers and punishments—was brought con-
stantly to bear on the poor young woman, in order to force her into
Mormonism. She was there alone, thousands and thousands of miles
sway from the land of her birth. Locked in by that awful cincture of
mountain peaks, beyond which lay the desert—prisoned amid a com-
munity which spares no man or woman, but is zealous even to slay-
ing—with those who ought to have been her protectors most rigidly
tet against her—is it any wonder that fate seemed inexorable to
her, that she sometimes gazed despairingly into the pure azure of the
glorious sky, and thought that Providence no longer looked down-
ward on the earth? Every strong pressure of threat and suasion,
every petty paltry weapon of meanness and fanatical malignity, were
all employed at once to conquer the sad steady heart of that one
poor child. What wonder that the kindly expressions and the genial
sympathies of the English traveller touched her very soul ; that she
watched and waited and prayed for the chance of a word from him ;
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that she looked to his departure as to the closing of the heaven
against her? The very day of his arrival she had made up he
mind to kill herself. She had said to her own soul that man coul
not help her, that Heaven would not, and that she had a right t
end the agony of the present, and escape the shame of the future
by a suicide’s death.

Does this seem an exaggerated picture? It is true to the Lf
of certain sufferers in Salt Lake City. No one who knows anythin,
of that place, and is prepared to speak the truth, will venture t
deny it. There are women there who pray for death, who have a
little hope or chance of an escape into freedom as a prisoner in th
heart of Siberia. At least this was so before the railway crossed th
plains; let us hope that at the sound of the steam-engine’s shril
trampet the walls of that detested Jericho are destined to fall.

¢ If no promise comes from Heaven this da.y, said poor Esthe
to herself on the morning of Sandons arrival, ‘I will kill mysel
to-night I’

That day came Mr. Sandon, and he spoke his kindly words, an
the fountains of her heart were unsealed. That night she knel
beside her bed and fervently thanked Heaven for having sent her :
promise, and prayed to be pardoned for her evil resolve, and to b
endowed with strength, hope, and courage.

There were a good many persons staying in the hotel, but the
only assembled at meal-times in the regular American fashion, an
during the intervals the place was usually empty of all but the pre
prietor, his wives, and his attendants. One day our Englishma
remained in his room to write some letters, and was congratulatin
himself on the quiet of the house, when, from a room below, he hear
a sound which, if it disturbed, likewise delighted him. It was th
voice of a woman singing, and the first note made him spring fror
his chair.

¢ I should know that voice among ten thousand,” he said; i
is the voice I heard in the Tabernacle on Sunday! Come whs
will, I will find out who the singer is! Pray Heaven she be not fa
and ugly, or one of mine host’s wives !’

He followed the voice downstairs, and it led him to the ¢ ladies
parlour.” He stood on the threshold a moment and listened in de
light. Then he opened the door softly and looked in. There wa
only one person in the room—a girl, who sat at the piano. At th
sound of the opening door she turned round, and Mr. Sandon sa
that it was Esther Lyne.

Surprise, a little alarm, and something like gladness lighted u
the girl’s eyes and steeped her cheeks in crimson. Leslie Sando
went boldly into the room and stood beside her.

¢ I thought everybody was out,” she murmured. ¢ I sing some
times—to please myself—when the house is free.’
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¢ Then it was you who sang in the Tabernacle on Sunday ?’

‘Oyes! And I am so much ashamed—I could not help break-
ing down. I always sang in our little church at home; and my
brother insisted that I must take part in the choir here. I never
did until last Sunday, and then I tried my best to please him; but
a3 I sang, I thought of our old dear home, where I was so happy,
and which I shall never, never see any more; and I broke down.
And O, I am so wretched !’ .

Esther lost all control over herself, and covered her face with
her hands, and burst into tears.

What could Sandon do? How could he avoid taking one of
her hands gently in his, and trying to cheer and console her ? Only
his sincere respect for her womanhood, her situation, her beauty,’
and her sorrow, kept him from putting his arm round her waist, and
drawing her to him, and kissing her.

¢ Can nothing be done to save you—to take you from this place 2’
be asked.

She shook her head sadly.

‘Nothing can be done. No one—I mean no woman—situated
8l am, can escape. If I could escape, I have no place to go to.
Ihave no longer any home. I think I could even bring myself to
endure this life, and remain here and work for my brother and his
—his family’ (she could not induce herself to say ¢ his wives’), ¢if
only they would leave me to my misery, and would not force me—"

She stopped ; but Sandon knew how to finish the sentence.

‘You shall not be forced to marry that scoundrel!’ exclaimed
owr impetuous Englishman. ¢I will go myself to the Federal camp
—I will claim the protection of the United States officials for you.
You shall leave this detestable place to-morrow, if you choose !’

Esther’s cheek glowed once more; but she drooped again, and
said very quietly,

‘They will not interfere; they could not. Their position here
s very difficult and dangerous, snd they could do nothing for me.
My brother will tell them that he is my natural guardian; that I
was left in his care by my father; that I am under age. All that
B8 true; but O, if my poor father could only have %known to what
guardianship, to what a fate he was leaving me! But the Federal
officers here can do nothing. There is only one way by which I can
tave myself from this marriage ; and if all else fails—if they will
force me to it—1I will try that !’

She rose from her seat and stood erect, with a wild light glit-
tering in her eyes, and the attitude of one who finds courage and
confidence in very despair.

Leslie Sandon was perplexed in the extreme. The girl was so
beautiful, so sweet, her fate was so cruel, her grief was evidently
80 genuine, that the heart of the Englishman was torn with com-
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passion for her. Let us do him the justice to say, that he would
have striven earnestly to save her had she been plain, awkward, and
ignorant. But he should have been much more or much less than
man had not her grace and her beanty given him a new impulse to
aid her. She was a lover of music; and her voice, when she sang,
was music itself. Added to all this, there was something romantic,
and even mysterious, about the circumstances which had brought
them together; the influence wrought on him by her voice in the
Tabernacle ; the impression prodaced upon her by the first aceents
of his English tongue.

The wearied Londoner had found a new sensation. He rushed
at once to the office of the judge appointed over that region by the
United-States Government. As he went along, he observed with
a new and sharpened interest the aspects of the houses and the
people. He had to go a little way out of the town to reach the resi-
dence of the official; and he noted that in many, many instances
the houses of Mormons well-to-do in the world had grown wp by
successive additions and agglomerations, the owner now adding a
wing on this side, and then a wing on that, and then building a sort
of succursale at the rear, and clapping on a kind of shed somewhere
else, until the whole establishment became an ungainly cluster of
incongruous buildings. Sandon knew now what that meant. Each
addition to the house meant another wife—a new cage for each new
bird. Rather perhaps, in most cases, the original and best cage
was for the newest bird ; dispossessed and half-discarded favourites
were relegated to the newer and ruder nests. As he passed along,
too, our Briton saw many haggard, weary, slatternly women, with
lack-lustre eyes and wan shapeless faces, hanging listlessly over their
gates, or sitting idly in the sunlight, perhaps nursing their yelling
babies—all such women looking alike depressed, degraded, miser-
‘able, hopeless, soulless. He had been in the cretin villages of
Switzerland ; and on the whole he thought the aspect of woman-
hood there, as, goitrous and ghastly, it gibbered and made mouths
at the air and the clouds, was rather less disheartening and debased
than that of womanhood in Salt Lake City. The glory of the sun-
set, the beauty of the mountaing, the lustrous purity of the blue
heavens were lost on him, appealed to his saddened eyes in vain.
He saw nothing before him, around him, but haman wretchednese
and debasement.

¢ That sweet girl,” he vowed to himself, ¢ shall never suffer such
a fate—never live a life of such accursed slavery—never !’

The Federal judge heard the impassioned appeal and the ener-
getic statement of our Englishman; but he could da nothing. On
Sandon’s own showing, the girl was under the legitimate guardian-
ship of her brother. No States official could interfere ; and it would
be a mere waste of time to apply to the Federal officer in com-
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mand of the little force at Camp Douglas. There was nothing to
be done. Esther’s story was the story of many other girls: such
things happened in Salt Lake City every day.

‘Will these scoundrels be allowed with impunity actually to
force this girl into marriage ?’ asked Sandon.

‘They will not probably chain her or scourge her,’ said the
jdge ; “ but she is virtually a prisoner, and they will break down
her spirit by a mental and moral torture which she cannot long re-
sst. These people, sir, are pitiless, becanse they are fanatics, and -
they think they are doing right.’

‘Can she not escape ?’

‘I see no possible chance or hope. She will be constantly watched.’

‘ But she is sometimes allowed to go out ?’

‘Yes, because they are satisfied that she cannot get away. That
nmpart of mountains, sir, has not many outlets ; and Utah is a large
temitory. No; for a girl like her, under a guardianship apparently
kgitimate, there is practically no escape.’

Sandon went away in grief and rage. But he soon contrived
fo bave several stolen interviews with Esther. Lest her health
should break down, her brother sometimes allowed her to go out,
wd our hero managed to meet her, and broached to her many futile
pans for her escape. He thus ‘lingered days and weeks in Salt
Lake City, which had now become to him the most interesting
place in all the world. For his new sensation had become some-
thing very unexpected indeed, and the fashionable Londoner had
stually fallen in love with the poor girl from Surrey. Despite her
poverty, her humble position; despite all the natural prejudices of
aste and rank and habit, so dear to even the most independent
Briton,—the beauty, the grace, the intelligence, the goodness of
this girl had unwittingly conquered him; and Esther Lyne, who
bardly dared to acknowledge to her own secret heart that she loved
him passionately, was one day startled, bewildered, to hear from his
own lips the declaration that he passionately loved her.

Then there were some quiet confidential conferences with the
Federal judge and his wife, and with one or two other ¢ Gentiles’ of
the place ; and Esther was so long a time absent one day when her
brother permitted her to go out, that she received a stern rebuke on
ber return, and was told that she must not leave the house alone
a1y more.

Mr. Sandon could not remain all his life in Salt Lake City.
Already the watchful and jealous rulers of the place were wondering
at his stay, and looking askant at him as he lounged through the
streets. He announced one day that he was resolved to resume his
westward journey next morning. He had hired a private carriage
t0 convey him over the thirty miles or so of frightfal mountain-road
that divide, or did then divide, the City of the Saints from the
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nearest station of the Union Pacific Railway. The carriage was to
leave at a very early hour in the morning.

The hour came; the carriage was at the door. It was hardly
dawn ; the town was silent and dark. Except in the hotel, not
even the blink of a kerosene lamp was anywhere visible. There
were no loungers at the door ; but early as it was, the United-States
judge, and two or three of the officers from the camp, had kindly
come to take leave of the English traveller.

The traveller paid his bills, said farewell to his friends and to
the sullen landlord. Suddenly there came downstairs, and appeared
upon the scene, Esther herself, looking very flushed and handsome,
wearing her hat and shawl, and quite prepared for travelling.

‘Now, Esther, it is time to go,’ said Mr. Sandon, taking her
hand. ¢ Say farewell to your brother, and let me lead you to the
carriage !’

" ¢“What the angels’ (let us say) ¢is the meaning of this?’ shouted
the brother, utterly bewildered, and yet noting, in all his amazement
and anger, a smile on the faces of the judge and the officers.

‘It only means,’ replied Sandon calmly, ¢that Esther is my
wife ; that she was married to me in all due form yesterday; that
I am taking her away from your tyranny and from the old brute
you proposed to force upon her as a husband ; and that any one who
dares to interpose or tries to prevent me from taking my wife out
of this place is pretty sure to receive a bullet from this revolver.’

‘Don’t let us talk about revolvers,’ said the judge pleasantly;
‘there is no need of anything of the kind. It's all right enough,
Mr. Lyne; your sister is properly married to this gentleman : I am
a witness to that. You can’t do anything in the matter now; even
if you should feel inclined to try.any appeal to the courts, that would
not warrant you in attempting to detain her. Dry up; it’s no use
making any noise. If there is any resistance, I shall be compelled
to call for the interference of these gentlemen here, the officers from
the camp.—Good-bye, Mr. Sandon; good-bye, Esther—and God
bless you both !’

So Esther bade farewell, not without emotion, to her selfish and
sullen brother, who was still too much amazed to know quite clearly
what he was doing or saying. And her husband put her into the
carriage, and took his place beside her; and the Federal officers
mounted their horses and gave them safe escort for many miles ; and
the newly-married pair caught the train at the nearest station, and
journeyed safely westward to San Francisco and the Golden Gate.

Thus did this modern Lochinvar carry off his bride; and the
marriage, though made in haste, will not be repented at leisure or
otherwise. In Salt Lake City, Leslie Sandon found a new sensa-
tion, saved a pure and noble life from wreck, and rewarded himself
with a beautiful and loving wife.
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A VALLEY MEMORY

‘WakiNG I dream, and dreaming see
A valley in the sunset glow,

With ranging Alps that through the haze
Thrust peaks of snow.

A blinding glare is in my eyes ;
Yet, far below, I see again,
‘Where, golden under burning skies,

Outsweeps the plain.

The bleating and the tinkling bells
Show where, about the water’s brink,
The peasant women watch the sheep
That wade and drink.

All freshly fair and bright the scene ;
But looming vast before me still
The Alps gigantic grow, and all
The picture fill.

Their spell once more is on my heart,
. Their grandeurs satisfy the soul ;
Naught else in life or space has part—
They make the whole.

They wrap the heavens round their forms,
Arrest the clouds upon their march,
And into gleaming ruins break
The rainbow’s arch.

From the deep valley’s purpling gloom
Ever their summits rise sublime,

Bright with the sunsets of the world
Since Time was Time.

WILLIAM SAWYER.

Seconp Bxamxs, Voc. V. F.8. Vor. XV.



HOBBLEDEHOYS

‘Hir him hard; he’s got no friends,” is a maxim of continually
practical application to the hobbledehoy. Lady Mary Wortley Mon-
tagu, in one of her letters, denounces him as ¢the worst company
in the world.” Even gentle Elia is intolerant of ¢ things between
boy and manhood—too ripe for play, too raw for conversation—that
come in, impudently staring their father’s old friend out of coun-
tenance; and will neither aid, nor let alone, the conference.” Odious,
exclaims De Quincey, is the hobbledehoy to the mature young man.
And Rousseau safely enough asserts, that nobody regards boyhood
with such supreme contempt as those who have just emerged from
it; just as there are no countries in which class distinctions are so
jealously observed as those in which the inequalities of station are
inconsiderable, and where everybody is constantly afraid of being
confounded with his inferior.

The heroine in the clever story of The Initials frankly owns to
a very young man that she has had, all her life, a particular anti-
pathy to very young men: ¢it is quite impossible to talk to theme
without making remarks which they consider derogatory to their
dignity.” Of such a one Clara exclaims, in Philip van Artevelde,

* All hail to him! he is my daily sport.
Of all things under heaven that make me merry,

It makes me merriest to see a boy
That wants to be a man.’

Such as Horace Sleaford, for instance, in a popular story; ¢ effec-
tively’ a boy just arrived at that period of life when boys are most
obnoxious; no longer a genuine boy pur et simple, but scarcely yet
presuming to assert himself a young man. We see him rejected on
one side by his juniors, who find him arrogant and despotic, mooting
strange and heterodox theories with regard to marbles, and evincing
the sublime of disdain for boys who are not familiar with the latest
vaticinations of the sporting prophets; and scouted on the other
hand by his seniors, who offer him halfpence for the purchase of
hardbake, and taunt him with base insinuations when he is seized
with a sudden fancy for going to look at the weather in the middle
of a strong cheroot. This particular ¢ hobbledehoy sought vainly
for a standing-place upon the social seale, and finding none, became
a misanthrope, and wrapped himself in scorn as a mantle.” So in
the James Crawley of Vanity Fair, we first see a gawky lad at that
uncomfortable age when the voice varies between an unearthly treble
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and 8 preternatural bass; when the face not uncommonly blooms
out with appearances for which Rowland’s Kalydor is said to act as
s'‘care ; when boys are detected shaving furtively with their sisters’
scissors, and the sight of other young women produces intolerable
sensations of terror in them ; when the great hands and ankles pro-
trude & long way from garments which they have outgrown ; when
their presence after dinner is said to be ¢ frightful to the ladies who
e whispering in the twilight in the drawing-room, and inexpressibly
odious to the gentlemen over the mahogany, who are restrained from
freedom of intercourse and delightful interchange of wit by the pre-
sence of that gawky innocence; when, at the conclusion of the second
glass, papas say, ‘‘ Jack, my boy, go out and see if the evening holds
up,” and the youth, willing to be free, yet hurt at not being yet a
man, quits the incomplete banquet.’ Again, in the Fitz-Boodle
Confessions, our author says, they may talk of youth as the season
o romance, but to him it had always appeared that there are no
beings in the world so entirely unromantic and selfish as certain
young English gentlemen from the age of fifteen to twenty. He
declares the oldest Lovelace about town to be scarcely more hard-
bearted and scornful than they. His most unheroic hero of the
Fatal Bootg, describing his manner of life from fourteen to seven-
teen—that is from boyhood to, as he spells it, hobbadyhoyhood—
defines in a parenthesis the chronology of the latter period of exist-
ence, ¢ which I take to be about the sixteenth year of the life of a
joung man, and may be likened to the month of April when spring
begins to bloom.” The suggestive title of the chapter here cited is
‘April-Fooling.” Mr. Barham, in one of the Ingoldsby Legends,
usigns the same date : )
¢ At the epoch I speak about I was between
A man and a boy,

A hobble-de-hoy,
A fat little punchy concern of sixteen.’

But by Balzac’s reckomng, even ‘a vingt-deur ans les jeunes gens
somt encore voising de l’enfance pour se laisser aller & des enfantil-
lages.” Herr Teufelsdrockh is free to repeat the observation of  not
nphilanthroplc persons,’ that it were a real increase of human hap-
piness, could all young men from the age of nineteen be covered
wder barrels, or rendered otherwise invisible ; and there left to fol-
low their lawful studies and callings, till they emerged, sadder and
wiger, at the age of twenty-five. With which suggestion, at least
88 considered in the light of a practlcal scheme, the great Clothes-
Phibsopher need scarcely say’ that he nowise coincides. ¢ Never-
theless it is plausibly urged that, as young ladies (Mddchen) are, to
mankind, precisely the most dehghtful in those years; so young
gentlemen (Biibchen) do then attain their maximum of detestability.

Buch gawks (Gecken) are they, and foolish peacocks, and yet wita
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such a vulturous hunger for self-indulgence; so obstinate, obstrep-
erous, vain-glorious; in all senses, so froward and so forward.” A
chubby child in good health is always pleasing, says Professor Blackie,
and so is an unaffected hilarious boy, a harmoniously compacted
manhood, a ripe mellow old age; ‘but that transition stage of human
life, when the eager youth appears with his foot entangled in the
meshes of puerility,’—brave words, my young masters !—‘ and his
hand stretching hastily forward to the listed field of manhood, is
never beautiful, always ludicrous; the incongruity between the gran-
deur of what the creature would be, and the littleness of what he
must be, is too glaring.” Malvolio noway belies his name when
he describes the Duke’s envoy as ‘not yet old enough for a man,
nor young enough for a boy; as a squash is before 'tis a pease-cod,
or & codling when ’tis almost an apple.” The noway malevolen
Portia has her jest at the species when she promises; as Bellario, t¢
¢ speak, between the change of man and boy, with a reed voice,” and
tell quaint lies, like a fine bragging youth.

¢ And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell,

That men shall swear I've discontinued school

About a twelvemonth. I have within my mind

A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks,

‘Which I will practise.’ .
To give one other Shakespeare reference. The utinam of the ok
Shepherd in the Winter's Tale recalls that already cited from Sar
tor Resartus, when he exclaims, ‘I would there were no age betweer
ten and three-and-twenty; or that youth would sleep out the rest.”

By Lord Lytton’s verdict, there is nearly always something o

Nature’s own gentility in very young women (except, indeed, whes
they get together and fall a-giggling); ¢it shames us men to set
how much sooner they. are polished into conventional shape than ow
rough masculine angles.” A vulgar boy, he asserts, requires ‘ Heaver
knows what assiduity to move three steps—I do not say like a gen-
tleman, but like a body that has a soul in it ;’ whereas, given the
least advantage of society or tuition to a peasant-girl, ¢ she will glide
into refinement before the boy can make a bow without upsetting
the table.” In another of his books, a favourite hero is presented tc
us just at that age when one with strong features and robust frame
is at the worst in point of appearance—the sinewy proportions no
yet sufficiently fleshed, and seeming inharmonious and undevel
oped ; the contour of the face sharpened from the roundness of boy-
hood, and losing its bloom without yet acquiring that relief and shado%
which make the expression and dignity of the masculine countenance
¢ Thus gaunt and uncouth stood Morton.” And in many cases the
mental state of this intermediate stage is nearly enough characterisec
in what Keats affirms in the preface to Endymion—that while the
imagination of a boy is healthy, and the mature imagination of
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man is healthy, there is a space of life between, in which the soul
isin 8 ferment, the character undecided, the way of life uncertain,
the ambition thick-sighted. Scott has a kindly couplet in Marmion
for those who are

¢ Just at the age 'twixt boy and youth,
When thought is speech, and speech is truth.’

A senior stage and more pronounced type has found an advocate
in & later penman of prestige. John Eames is Mr. Trollope’s
pronounced and own particular type of young men awkward, un-
guinly, and not yet formed in their gait; who struggle with their
limbs and are shy; to whom words do not come with ease, when
words are required, among any but their accustomed associates;
to whom social meetings are periods of penance, and whom any
sppearance in public will unnerve. ¢ They go much about alone,
and blush when women speak to them. In truth, they are not as
jet men, whatever the number may be of their years ; and, as they
are no longer boys, the world has found for them the ungraceful
name of hobbledehoy.” But the observations of the author of Phincas
Finn lead him to believe that the hobbledehoy is by no means the
least valuable species of the human race. Comparing him at one or
two and twenty with some finished Apollo of the same age, Mr.
Trollope regards the former as unripe fruit, and the latter as fruit.
that is ripe ; and to his thinking, the fullest flavour of the sun is
given to the slower growth—the natural growth, given in the sun’s.
own good time, unless some ungenial shade has interposed itself.
He avows a preference for the smack of the natural growth, unfa-
voured by forcing apparatus, nor even backed by the warmth of a.
southern wall.

NICIAS FOXCAR.
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It is cheery and pleasant, on a fine breezy morning in summer, to
steam away from the place which M. Victor Hugo tells us is called
¢ Stmptn,” towards that island of tranquil delights which the narrow
stream of the Solent cuts off from the anxiety of the ceaseless strug-
gle for life that goes on ‘in England.’ The tide is high, and the
blue water bears you joyfully along past innumerable country houses
shrouded amongst trees and grassy slopes shining in the sun. Many
gay vessels, with spreading white sails, pass by like fleecy clouds,
and for a second throw a shadow on your deck; but they are gone
in an instant, and others appear on all sides, and fly past you like
shooting-stars in September.

After an hour’s glide down the river, the long red front of Net-
ley Hospital, half church half barrack, attracts your attention on the
left; and as you muse sadly upon the half mile of pale suffering
lying behind that florid fagade, which reminds you of the gay uni-
form of the soldier drawn over his wasted limbs and his death-
wounds, your view is suddenly obscured by the dead-wall of an
enormous floating structure. You think the Grosvenor Hotel has
come out for an airing; but the three stripes of North Germany
floating ‘over the stern reveal that it is the great mail-boat from
America. As she drops her anchor, the steam roars out of her huge
pipes, and eager eyes peer out of the cabin-windows and through
the netting of the bulwarks to get a look at Old England for the
first time. A little steamer comes puffing out from Cowes or South-
ampton, fastens on to her side like a horse-fly, and having sucked
her blood in letters, passengers, and specie, steams up the water,
and leaves the monster to go on to Bremen.

Presently a gentle rocking, just sufficient to make the smiles
vanish from some fair faces, tells you that you are crossing the little
strip of sea that gives the Wight the name, though not much of the
loneliness, of an island. You give one look at the towering masts
of the men-of-war at Spithead in the distance, and then ‘Easy,’
¢ Stop her,” ¢ Back turn,’ sounds in your ears; while a gangway on
wheels is pushed so suddenly and vigorously towards your toes, that
all the corns, remains of gout, and other tendernesses of which you
may be the proprietor, ‘shoot’ with alarm as you land on the pon-
toon.

Luggage-porters, passengers, sailors, soldiers, newspaper-boys,
and touts, bustle about for a minute or two in confusion, while you
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stand looking for the friend who was to meet you on arrival. He
is there, sure enough, but how changed! You left him a few days
sgo with a frock-coat, a tall hat, and an umbrella no thicker than a
nuorod. Now he is got up in the inevitable insular blue and sailor’s
broadbrim, grinning, hitching up his trousers, and apparently ready
to dance a hornpipe.

Loiterers, loungers, and loafers in every costume, smoking short
pipes and long cigars, stand watching the beat’s arrival and waiting
for news ; for she brings the London papers and the mail. Some
wear the Scotch bonnet and turkey’s feather; some the knicker-
bocker and Tyrolese cone ; while others, who have had relations in
India, make a ¢ puggree’ out of their sisters’ pinafores, though the
veather is quite ‘cool, in the hope, seldom realised, of being taken
for tiger-hunters or pig-stickers. Old Colonel Chutney, of the Poo-
uh Grenadiers, who is on board, is overheard to say that they look
more like the hunted and the stuck. .

Yachtsmen in blue jerseys, with scarlet letters on their breasts,
amnounce the presence at Cowes of many well-known vessels. These
dandy-looking sailors have in general a subdued air of respectability,
which distinguishes them from the groggy tobacco-chewing members
of the real profession. Many of them wear red nightcaps, and when
standing still might be mistaken for bottles sealed with red wax;
ad some few, alas, appear to have enacted the part of a bottle in
their ¢ innards,’ as well as in outward appearance.

The scene, both ashore and afloat, is gay and exhilarating. The
second tide, peculiar to this coast, is flowing, and the clear water is
stadded with smart ships of every size and shape, while the land is
peopled with bright faces and figures, all seeking pleasure and en-
joyment. White teeth and rosy cheeks—gifts of nature or works of
at—flit about incessantly. Little feet patter restlessly to and fro,
and in their rapid movements display red stockings, taper waists,
brilliant ribbons, gossamer veils encircling the neck—so suggestive
of a fond embrace—impossible hats with plumes unknown to orni-
thology, and improbable coils of brass wire that glance and flash in
the sun. This ceaseless shifting of colours affects the eye like the
changes of the chameleon-top or the kaleidoscope of our school-
days. .

But what are these dark-looking figures, in the midst of the
smart jackets and yellow chignons? Who are these men in gray,
who come up sullenly from the fore-hatchway of the steamer ? Good
heavens ! they are chained together ; and as they cross the pontoon,
the dark line of their scowling faces undulates amidst the gay crowd
like a serpent or a foul drain running through a flower-garden. They
are convicts for Parkhurst. Three or four warders, armed to the
teeth, with broad shoulders and determined air, shout ¢ Forward !
A few of the younger prisoners cast longing looks around them ; all

\
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is 0 wearisome in other places. There is no bathing to speak of.
Corpulent majors do not float about the shore like jelly-fish, and
plunge promiscuously with fat female forms. Nor do the lean figures
o retired Indians and emaciated spinsters frighten the fish from the
cwast. There is no public band, and you do not see the solo player
fixing one eye on his music-paper and with the other looking through
the twistings of his cornopean at the undulating outlines and drip-
ping tresses of the mermaids. Nigger minstrels are seldom heard
imploring you to ‘act on the square,’ or persuading you to ¢ ske-
daddle down the line.” These watering-place joys are not to be
found at Cowes ; but there is yachting in every variety for six days
in the week; and you soon become aware, from the nautical dresses
that strike the eye, and the sea phrases that fall incessantly on the
ar, that the interests of the yachts and thelr owners occupy the
ninds and bodies of both sexes.

On Sundays there is a lull. The sailing clothes are replaced by
the latest London fashions, and the simple country folk come in from
lng distances to gaze in wonder at them ¢rummy ladies a-going to
thurch all dressed so grand.’

At the end of the street, in a place which might be called Sinai,
from the fact that it gives laws to a little world, and lies half-way
between Medina and Egypt—(a Medina without a prophet, and an
Egypt without mummies)—stands one of Henry VIII.’s castles,
built by that much-injured monarch with the proceeds of the church
lands.  Altered, repaired, and renovated, it has been converted to
the happier uses of peace. It is mow the club-house of the Royal
Yacht Squadron, and, without any pretension to the splendours of
Pall Mall, is & most comfortable refuge for the pleasure-beaten ama-
teur sailor. A full-length portrait of the ex-Emperor of the French,
who is & member, and presented it to the club, reaches from the
floor to the ceiling of a library well stocked with easy books, which
pour oil and poppies upon the troubled mind, and very easy chairs
which take all strain off the weary body. A large glass verandah
covers what was once the battery, but which is now heavily armed
vith telescopes, barometers, thermometers, and other metres with
which to take the length of the human foot and the diameter of the
human ankle or calf, according as the state of the atmosphere and
the direction of the wind may favour such investigations.

Admission to the happy amphibious brotherhood within these
walls is no easy matter. You must not only be the owner of a
yacht of a certain tonnage, but you must be yourself of the right
build—neither too sharp nor too bluff, and good at going free. You
may own the fastest and finest vessel afloat, but it won’t float you
into ¢ the Squadron ;' and you may in addition be crowned with the
highest honours of the peerage, but you will be left out in the cold
unless you can bring stronger recommendations ; for the ships that
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carry the white ensign, or burgee, are to the yachting world what
the Guards are to the Line. The Squadron is the Jockey Club of
the sea—the Almack’s of the ocean; and acts accordingly. This
exclusiveness may be unpleasant to outsiders; but it makes the club
a very sociable fraternity within, and, as usual, creates amongst the
excluded a feverish desire for a share of the delights which are so
jealously guarded.

Ladies are not admitted to membership ; but they have certain
rights within the outer railing, and, when the ancient and juvenile
mariners have extracted what amusement they can from the ses,
and come rolling into the club garden in the style of the late
lamented T. P. Cooke, they are greeted by pretty faces and graceful
figures, in Morgan’s choicest costumes, sitting or lounging about
this little Eden in peace-destroying attitudes. At these times there
is a great deal of agreeable intercourse between the sexes, and much
of that easy chaff which is only possible in intimate society, where
the same interests and pleasures occupy everybody. If the conver-
sation is not profound, it is cheerful and stimulating, and passes
lightly over the surface of things. Fastidious people might call it
watery ; others would reply, that the water is sometimes rather salt.
At any rate, it is not stagnant, which is & great merit. At times
the performances of yachts are discussed, and at others the perform-
ances of people. A little scandal may now and then-find its way on
the tapis; but can any carpet, from the velvet pile of Belgravia to
the sand of the suburban alehouse, be said to exclude it completely?
The ladies sometimes talk ¢rose-water metaphysics,” and men pass
for philosophers by weighing airy nothings in gossamer scales. Baut,
upon the whole, it leaves a pleasant impression, makes one forget
the plagues of life, and is a great relief to the casual visitor, who has
been oppressed across the water with sense and sermons and bothers
and business.

An alarming rumour has reached us, that there is to be a change
in the programme, and that the fair tempters are to be driven from
the garden ; but, as no details are given, we cannot answer for the
truth of the report.

Outside the charmed circle of the club, and amongst the other
strata of yachting life which crop up in every port and creek of the
island, the eye detects a fact connected with the ladies’ hats which
is sadly subversive of the old rules of gallantry and politeness. One
would suppose that a yacht would be respectfully and lovingly named
after the adored one, and that, considering the fleeting nature of the
affections, a paint-pot and artist, amongst other luxuries, would be
kept on board to alter the name to that of the beauty in favour.
Not a bit of it. By some custom, or legal fiction too complicated
to be here explained, the name of the vessel is indelible; but the
inscriptions on the hats of the ladies vary according to the laws of
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nstaral selection ; and the shops keep a stock of ribbons inscribed
‘Flit,’ ¢ Butterfly,” ¢ Cupid,’ or ¢ Adonis,’ to meet each case as it
wrises. A foreign gentleman observing upon this phenomenon of
English life, stated that it would be difficult to follow the pulsa-
tions of his heart, as he generally changed the object of his affections
ss often as he did his shirt— every eight days, one.” To which
remark a little friend, even more inconstant to his loves and his
linen, added, ‘I tvice in de veek.’

Anchored or moored in Cowes Roads may be seen thirty or
forty vessels, with sharp bows and lofty tapering masts—ships of
all sizes, from large steamers to little toy schooners; and even
that strange vehicle of discomfort and danger, the canoe, may be
seen waddling along, propelled by the paddle of a believer in its
wperior merits. They belong to every club in the kingdom, and
foreign flags are now not uncommon ; for, though it was once said
that an Englishman’s taste for the sea arose from the dulness and
monotony which surround him at home, foreigners are beginning to
go afloat themselves, and appear off Cowes in sailing ships and
steamers that make a good figure by the side of our own, while the
tasteful toilettes of their ladies on shore run our fair ones very hard
in the race for admiration.

The white sails of the cutters, yawls, and schooners shine in
the sun like the graceful leaves of the lily; and the steam launches
flit about, humming as they go, and settle on them like so many
bees. In the middle of all stands the giant form of H.M. ship Hector.
Her square taut rigging is a pattern to the small fry, and her bell
siriking the hours with unerring regularity is the church-clock of the
floating village which surrounds her. This great leviathan looks
like another island ; and mariners ¢ would cast anchor in his scaly
rind,’ if the watchful sentry did not warn them off.

Some of the yachts are owned by real sailors, some by sick
snllows flying south in winter, and many by racing men, whose
oaly ambition is to *beat everything out;’ while others belong to
mere idlers afloat, who neither affect nor wish to know anything of
the sea, but who like a8 moving habitation. The latter have their
ships highly decorated, and supplied with all earthly comforts. Dandy
nlets look out of the skylight windows, and French cooks thrust
their white caps and black moustaches out of the fore hatchway.
There is an odour of rose-water aft, and delicate meats and truffles
for'ard.

Lord Dundreary feels no interest whatever in the navigating part
of the business, but he is as usual quite ready to take everything
wolly, even when events occur which shake the nerves of rougher
matures. His fine schooner last year ran upon & ridge of sharp
granite off the coast of Spain, and became a total wreck. His lord-
ship, relating the circumstance, said that he heard a disturbance in
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the night, and got out of bed to see what it was. He was sure there
was something ¢ wong,’ for he found a ‘wock’ in the pantry, upon
which he sat till the boat was ready to take him ashore.

The racing yachtsman is built upon different lines altogether.
His feelings and energies are concentrated upon one idea—* speed.’
The desire to be fast, and to own something that is faster than some-
thing else, swallows up all the natural cravings of his soul. The
acquisition of a racing yacht instantly converts him to the belief
that she is the swiftest thing afloat, as well as the safest and most
comfortable. All her former faults, which were so conspicuous when
she belonged to Jenkins, were caused by the owner or the crew, or
the trim or the luck. ¢Look at that tub of Topinlift’s,” says Wild-
bore of the Dragoons as he leans over the railing puffing a cigar the
size of a small umbrella; ¢he thinks no end of her. She missed
stays the other day; I would not have her at a gift.” But Wildbore
has bought her now, a great bargain, and he declares that she is &
capital boat—very fast—and that the first time the Livonia is out he
means to astonish her.

The poor land-lubber, who thinks he is going out for a quiet sail
in such a ship, is prostrated by the amount of energy displayed on
board. The frantic efforts to increase the pace are overwhelming,
and apparently useless, for there is no race ‘on.” *‘Pray go a little
more forward,’ or ¢ Sit more to windward,’ or ¢ Come aft,’ to trim her.
He moves reluctantly, for his stomach is already beginning to argue
with the cold lamb and champagne. ¢Never mind,’ he is told ; and
perhaps if he throws even that overboard it will lighten her, and she
will pass the Slippery ‘cutter, which is but a little way abead. The
fore and aft sails are boomed out,” the square canvas is put upon
her, and the perspiring crew set the balloon jib. The owner looks
anxiously up aloft, but whether to implore Heaven to criticise the
rigging, or to mystify the uninitiated, does not appear. Anyhow, it
is all of no use ; for the Slippery, quite unconscious of all the trouble
she was giving, has already anchored in the roads, her owner has
gone ashore, and the smoke curling out of the shining copper chim-
ney shows that the crew are just going to tea.

But some of the idling yachts do nothing at all. They are
seldom seen to raise their anchors. There they lie, eating their
figure-heads off, while the proprietors of this floating stock seek their
pleasure elsewhere, or remain content with the barren satisfaction of
mere possession.

The introduction of machinery appears to be effecting a great
change in the yachting as well as in the rest of the world. Screw
steamers and schooners, with auxiliary engines, are now gradually
increasing in number; and steam launches are attached to many
sailing vessels, even those of small tonnage. A steamer is so con-
venient. Whichever way the wind is, you are sure to be back to
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dinner; and it does not matter which way the tide flows. There
are no disappointments, and nothing unforeseen ever happens to
trouble the smooth water of the mind. Modern comforts and luxu-
ries can be enjoyed at ease in these locomotive boudoirs; and if
ever ladies are to take seriously to the water when they have ex-
hsusted the pleasures of the land, a steamer is the craft to do it in.
They are not so much in contact with the coarseness of sea life in
s steamer as in a sailing vessel; and they can more easily keep up
what is left of refinement and conventionality ¢ abaft the funnel’ than
where the whole deck is a school for nautical talk and sea slang,
which sound so ill from the lips of & woman.

One of the finest steam yachts is the Phaeton. She is at her
moorings in the roads, and may be known by her yellow funnel. Her
steam is up, and her boat is at the steps. Her fair owner has just
come out of her house in simple and artistic attire. There is a flut-
ter amongst the crowd of loungers as she passes along the shore.
The coxswain has made all ready in the smart gig which waits at the
landing. After bowing cheerily to a few friends, she enters the boat
with a small party ; and taking the tiller-ropes with the unconscious
ease of a practised sailor, gives the word : the oars plunge into the
water, and keep faultless time to their destination. The next mo-
ment the dark figure of a lady may be seen on the bridge of the
Phseton as she steams out of the roads.

But such a decided taste for the sea is exceptional. In the pre-
sent state of things there can be little doubt that most women suffer
both in mind and body from yachting. The great majority are vic-
tims ; and whenever all the bills are passed which are to place them
at the head of affairs, and to make their husbands love, honour, and
obey them, they will stipulate in the marriage ceremony, or bargain,
or whatever it becomes, that they are to live on the land; for most
of them undoubtedly feel what the sailor constantly expresses in the
forcible language of his trade, that ¢ those who go to sea for pleasure
may’ (to use a parliamentary phrase) ¢ go to another place for pas-
time.” It is in vain they wear sailing-jackets and waterproof cloth-
ing and reefing petticoats. It is a mythological mockery to inscribe
‘Yenus’ or * Nymph’ over the brows of a wrinkled female, or ¢ Flirt’
upon the forehead of a globular matron who drags along a snivelling
Hercules of four years old.

We pity the poor women who are thus forced out of their ele-
ment ; and as they walk to execution in their sailor’s hats, we feel
that an inverted basin on their heads would be more useful. Such
s gilent but pathetic appeal might soften the hearts of their lords and
masters, who now act towards them after the fashion of the press-
gangs of old, and, adding insult to injury, declare that their wives
delight in the sea.

But, as the year grows old, the fair weather gives place to stiff
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breezes, and breezes to gales; and the yachting season being over
at Cowes, the rotting season begins: the smart vessels run up on
to the mud in the Medina to dismantle ; the houses of ¢ Egypt’ are
deserted ; the neap tides set in; and Vectis at low water looks like
a décolletée old woman, not near so well as in a high dress. The
study of such a subject from the nude is most depressing to the
nervous system. When stripped of the blue water, the clay projects
into the mud, the mud is prolonged into the fog, and the fog melts
into the sea. An east wind raises the surf and blows right upon
the town. The few showy figures that still linger on can hardly
walk without being thrown on their beam ends, by the wind rush-
ing up the gullies that intersect the street. Some ladies manage
cleverly by running before the storm, if there is any lane or shop to
leeward ; others, less used to rough weather, stand on, and there
is a dmpla.y of lower spars, and a dmtressmg derangement of top
hamper. There is no use in fighting against the gale if you have
much canvas on.

Street sailing is not an easy art in windy weather; and to be
taken aback in this manner, or to be ¢ pooped’ while standing be-
wildered at a corner, is the fate of many a frail bark in the streets
of Cowes.

In spite of these warnings of winter a few yachts are still left ;
but they disappear one by one—some for the Mediterranean, and
some for the mud; but the Lara is in the harbour, and her owner
(a real sailor of Arctic renown) now and then dashes gallantly out,
with a picked crew, in his open boat to offer help to a waterlogged
vessel in distress in the gale. Even he is at last driven away by
the dreariness of the scene; for the wind has swept the sea clean of
everything except pilots and coasters, and a few ships that come for
shelter from the ¢ sou’-wester,’” and all now looks gloomy and cheer-
less. Groups of idle sailors stand grumbling under the archway ;
there is nothing moving ashore or afloat; and it would be difficult to
say which looks most dreary—the sea or the land. Some of the
Company’s steamers still ply, and occasionally bring a few passen-
gers, which causes a little excitement, and serves to stir the water
in the harbour,

In the town there is nothing showing any life but the railway
to Newport, with its one line of rails, one engine, one carriage,
one porter, and one passenger. Its small station is, according to
custom, lined with gaudy advertisements, and the solitary traveller
has by this time probably made himself thoroughly familiar with the
advantages offered by Glenfield starch, the Maravilla cocoa, and
Norton's camomile pills; so that he knows how to revive the rigidity
of his shirt-collars when they droop drearily in the damp, and to
treat himself medically for the nervous dyspepsia which depression
and solitude generally produce. There is also a refreshment-room,
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ad on its counter might be seen, carefully protected by glass covers,
forr Bath buns; but the solitary traveller ate one a few months
820, so only three remain. It is reported that he purchased a box
of Norton's specific the next day.
¢ Such is the aspect of this shore—
'Tis Cowes, but living Cowes no more.’

To fly from this scene of desolation, we take refuge in the little
steamer Precursor, a floating pigeon-house, which makes a noise
like a sewing-machine, and, committing ourselves to the care of her
trusty captain, we cross the muddy mouth of the Medina to the east
side. The water has been lately ruffied by one or two steamers full
of gray horses and carriages, and luggage of various kinds; and
now the beautiful steam yacht Alberta, with the royal standard
fiying, crosses the bows of the Precursor, and is brought up to
" the Trinity landing with silent precision. This arrival has made
everything look gay and happy at East Cowes, and the change from
the West is like entering a new country. There all had the de-
pressing look of the morning after a feast, but here is the peaceful
quiet and joyful serenity of rural life. The high land shelters you
from the east wind, and many villas and country houses are nestled
under the hill. The flag flies gaily from the tower of East Cowes
Castle, announcing the presence of the hospitable chdtelaine within
its walls. The voice of a deep bell is borne on the breeze, and real
country people, in smock-frocks and plain attire, are trooping to the
village church of Whippingham, treading lightly amongst the rustic
graves, with their ¢ uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture,’ that
tell the story of many an obscure but useful life. The grassy mea-
dows bend gently down to the winding river; and the autumn
leaves, trembling noiselessly to the ground, fill the mind with a
bappy sense of rest and peace. The great charm on this side the
water is a peep at the green slopes and copses of Osborne, glowing
in all the richness of colour which the falling year gives to the oaks
and beeches of an English landscape.

But better than all, and more refreshing to the heart, is the
sight of the benevolent lady—the ruler of a hundred kingdoms—
who dwells there in the quiet simplicity of country life. She is
often seen driving amongst the leafy lanes, and sometimes on foot,
bringing help to the sick, and cheering them in accents of comfort
and consolation. Her carriage frequently appears at the door of the
aged and infirm, whose failing years she gladdens by her smile; and
many a little child will carry with affectionate pride, far into the
cares and the toil of after life, a grateful recollection of the gentle
voice and the kind words of the gracious Lady of Osborne.

JAMES BONTEIN.
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Langhorne—Aubrey—Turnstile—Red-lion-square—Jonas Hanway.

For many centuries London topographers have been satisfied wit
the derivation of Holborn from an eliptic amalgamation of the tw
words ¢ Old Bourne.” But a friend of mine—that learned and acuf
etymologist, the Rev. Isaac Taylor—has roused us from our co:
tented repose, and shown us convincingly that the introduction «
the ‘H’ is a difficulty in the way of this etymology. It seems
says the ingenious writer in his Words and Places, ¢ far more i
accordance with etymological laws to refer the name to the Angl
Saxon hole, a hollow or ravine. The Holborn will therefore be ‘¢ th
burn in the hollow,” like the Holbeck in Lincolnshire (and oné nes
Leeds), and the Holbec in Normandy.” Hard as it is to ‘plac
from the memory’ a rooted old thought, there is no doubt that M
Taylor is right, and every one else wrong. The original Bourn
long since defiled into sewer, or drained to non-existence, broke ou
Stow says, close by the Bars, and ran down the Hill as far as Fa
ringdon-street, where a stone bridge crossed its sister stream, th
equally blackened and ill-used Fleet, that hard by was reinforced b
‘the river of Wells." Stow (Elizabeth) says that the water of th
old Bourne, or Hill-bourne, though before his time, stopped at th
head, left the adjacent ground full of springs ; ¢ so that water is thes
found at hand, and hard to be stopped in every house.’

Holborn had the disagreeable privilege for several centuries (s
early as Henry IV. at leagt) of being the high-road from Newgat
and the Tower to the g:ilows in Tyburn-fields. On stated day
up the ¢ heavy hill,” as Dame Ursula, in Ben Jonson’s unctuous Bas
tholomew Fair, has it, came the thieves and murderers on the wa
to execution. At St. Sepulchre’s the highwaymen used to halt fc
a moment to be presented, according to ancient custom, with a nose
gay—the last they were ever to wear. One of the last nosegay
given was presented to John Rann, alias Sixteen-string Jack, a nc
torious highwayman, who had been coachman to Lord Sandwich i
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Bedford-row. Rann was hung in 1774 for robbing the Rev. Dr. Bell,
the Princess Amelia’s chaplain, in Gunnersbury-lane, near Brentford.
‘Rainy-day Smith’ saw him riding to Tyburn, and described the
scoundrel fop’s pea-green coat and enormous flaunting nosegay. For
many years the cart always halted at the gate of the Hospital of
§t. Giles, and the prisoner was offered a great bowl of ale—his last
refreshinent in this life. Gay, in the Beggars’ Opera, makes Polly
describe the last ride of gallant Captain Macheath.

‘Now I'm a wretch, indeed,’ says the faithful fair one. ¢ Me-
thinks I see him already in the cart, sweeter and more lovely than
the nosegay in his hand! I hear the crowd extolling his resolution
and intrepidity ! What volleys of sighs are sent from the windows of
Holborn, that so comely a youth should be brought to disgrace! I
see him on the tree.’

Swift, a year before, had devoted a whole ballad to the same
dolefal procession up Holborn. Three years hefore, Jack Sheppard,
sim and defiant, had passed that way to Tyburn; and two years
before, Jack’s relentless enemy, Jonathan Wild the thief-taker. The
Dean's verses (1727 —the year that George I. and Stella died),
which he called ¢ Clever Tom Clinch going to be hanged,’” remind
s of Hogarth’s picture of the Idle Apprentice at Tyburn; only they
are gayer and more reckless and more heartless than the picture,
which has its touches of true pathos.

In Hogarth’s picture, the painter, who has taken his sketch of
dever Tom Clinch in the cart, just in sight of Tyburn-tree, on which
the careless hangman sprawls, enjoying his pipe till the ghastly
awnlcade arrives, we see the coffin in the open cart, and by clever
Tom's side, or rather Tom Idle’s, Wesley or Whitefield sitting by
him reading hymns, heedless of the ribald crowd, the noisy shouters
of dying speeches, and the men flying pigeons to announce the
arrival of the cart.

What & dismal train of ghosts perhaps still nightly parade on
the old path to death !—from Mrs. Turner—that Mrs. Manning of
James I.’s reign, who helped the wicked Countess of Somerset to
piison her husband’s friend, Sir Thomas Overbury the poet, who
bad ventured to warn him against the dangerous woman for whom
be had conceived a guilty love—to John Felton, that dark malign
lieatenant who revenged the wrongs of his country on his own enemy,
the proud Villiers, Duke of Buckmgham Then, at the ¢ glonous
Restoration, came Hacker and Axtell, two of those stern and grim
rgicides who, with Okey, Barkstead, and Corbet, two years aft.er,
made five out of the ﬁfty-nine men who signed the death-warrant of
the faithless king. Later in the same miserable reign, Sir Thomas
Amstrong, an old Cavalier officer, one of the desperate men engaged
in some circle of the Rye House plot, passed with dignity up Holborn.
November 16, 1724, Jack Sheppard delighted 20,000 of his country-
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that Gay has imitated, ‘I do imagine myself apprehended already ;
now the constable is carrying me to Newgate. Now, now I'm at
the Sessions-house, in the dock; now I'm called—¢¢ Not guilty, my
lord "—the jury has found the indictment billa vera. Now, now
comes my sentence. Now I'm in the cart riding up Holborn in a
two-wheeled chariot, with a guard of halberdiers. ¢¢ There goes a
proper fellow!” says one. ‘¢ Good people, pray for me!” Now I'm
st the three wooden stilts [Tyburn]. Hey! now I feel my toes hang
i' the cart; now ’tis drawn away; now—now—now—I'm gone!’
Very good, very dramatic, Mr. Shirley; O si sic omnes, Mr. Shirley.
But, alas, it is otherwise. In 1678 (Charles II.), Dryden makes a
disreputable character in one of the most disgraceful of his plays
uy, ‘I saw you follow him up the Heavy Hill to Tyburn;’ and in
1695 (William and Mary), Congreve’s Sir Sampson, in Love for
Love, cries out, like the choleric old Sir Anthony Absolute, the
miriarch of all peppery old stage fathers, ¢ Sirrah, you'll be hanged;
Ishall live to see you go up Holborn-hill.” And, apropos of this,
we must not forget a favourite story of that witty boon companion,
disreputable but good-natured Charles II.’s courtier: ‘An old coun-
sellor in Holborn,’ he says, used every execution-day to turn out
his clerks with this compliment, ¢ Go, ye young rogues,—go to school
and improve.” And so the young land-sharks learned to grow more
wary, and avoid the gallows.’

Gray’s-inn-lane derives its name from Gray’s-inn, as is suffici-
etly obvious ; and Gray’s-inn was so called from the Lord Grays of
Wilton, to whom the windmill and gardens on its site belonged in
1505 (Henry VII.). Stow (Elizabeth) describes it as a lane * fur-
nished with fair buildings, many tenements on both the sides, leading
to the fields towards Highgate and Hampstead.” In those troublous
times, just before the Civil War broke out, when Charles was trying
bow many turns tighter of the rack the impatient people would bear,
two great patriots lived in this northern turning out of Holborn.
In 1636 Hampden and Pym held their consultations here, when the
great question of Hampden's opposition to the despotic and illegal
ship-money was being pleaded in the detestable Star Chamber. Pym
was @ brave Somersetshire lawyer, and had been a stanch Puritan
&d zealous opponent of James 1.’s dissolute and wicked court. He
was one of the five members whom the king demanded by force of
sms of the Parliament. He died at the outset of the war. Hamp- -
den was that imperturbable Buckinghamshire squire. He thought,
spoke, and fought bravely against a tyrannical king, and died the
tame year as Pym, from the bursting of an over-loaded pistol at
Chalgrove Fight. Lord Clarendon’s epitaph on him is the highest
of all eulogies when coming from a defeated enemy. It is stolen
from Sallust’s character of Cataline: ¢ He had a head to contrive, a
tongue to persuade, and a hand to execute any mischief.’
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With Cromwell’s great brain to direct them, what a prime mi-
nister would Pym have been, what a right hand Hampden! Gray’s-inn-
road having been thus peculiarly honoured, it is specially interesting
to know that when London was fortified to keep out the Cavaliers’
army from Oxford, a battery was thrown up in this lane. The plans,
drawn by a Captain John Eyr, of Colonel Cromwell’s own regiment,
are still existing. An enumeration of these defences just at this
juncture, when alarmists are crying aloud everywhere that the heart
and money-box of Old England are unguarded, may be interesting.
Here is the list of defences, placed where it requires a powerful
imagination now to picture them :

1. A redoubt of two flanks, near St. Giles’s-pound ; a small fort
at east end of Tyburn-road (Oxford-street); a large fort with four
half bulwarks across the Tyburn-road.

2. A small bulwark at Oliver's-mount, against Tyburn-brook.

8. A large fort with four bulwarks on the Reading-road, beyond
Tyburn-brook ; a small redoubt and battery on the hill from St.
James’s-park.

4. A court of guard in Chelsea-road.

5. A battery and breastwork in Tothill-fields.

6. A quadrant fort with four high breastworks at Fox-hall.

7. A fort with four half bulwarks in 8t. George’s-fields.

8. A large fort with four bulwarks at the end of Blackman-street
(Borough).

9. A redoubt with four flanks at the end of Kent-street.

10. A bulwark and a half on the hill at the end of Gravel-lane.

11. A hornwork near the church at Whitechapel-street.

12. A redoubt with two flanks at Brick-lane.

18. A redoubt at the Hackney corner of Shoreditch; a redoubt
at the corner of the road to Edmonton at Shoreditch.

14. A battery and breastwork on the road to Islington.

15. A battery and breastwork at the end of St. John-street.

16. A battery at Gray’s-inn-lane.

17. Two batteries at Southampton-house.

In our résumé of the associations of Gray’s-inn-lane, we must
not forget that Fielding’s Tom Jones (1750) entered London from
Somersetshire by this narrow road, and put up at the Bull and Gate
" in Holborn. ¢But Jones, as well as Partridge,” says the delightfal
author, ¢ was an entire stranger to London; and as he happened to
arrive first in a quarter of the town the inhabitants of which have
very little intercourse with the householders of Hanover or Grosvenor-
square (for he entered through Gray’s-inn-lane), so he rambled on.’

That gossipy and unsatisfactory Wiltshire gentleman, Mr. John
Aubrey, particularly mentions, and no doubt bored a good many
fellow members of the Royal Society with the curious fact, that the
spring after the great summer fire of 1666, all the ruins were over-
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run with the small Neapolitan bank-cress, especially on the south

side of St. Paul’s ; and yet Dr. Willis, the famous physician, and also

" a great pundit at the Royal Society, assured Aubrey that before this
he had known only one spot about the town where this plant grew ;
that was at Battle-bndge, by the Pindar of Wakefield (Gray’s-inn-
road), and even there in no great quantity.

Gray’s-inn-lane—a mere road through fields in the tlme of
Elizabeth, with a windmill half-way up between Holborn and Battle-
bridge—boasts of but few legends, and only furnishes a few topo-

- graphical notes of interest. One event at least dignifies it, and that
is, it was the residency of that ¢ ultimus Romanorum,’ the last of
what Charles Lamb calls, with just reverence, the great race of
Elizabethan dramatists '—James Shirley, essentially an Elizabethan ;
for, though he flourished in the Caroline times, he wrote a play with
that fine old poet Chapman, who had been a friend of Marlow,
Shakespeare, Spenser, and Daniel, and a collaborateur with Ben Jon-
son. Shirley (born 1596, died 1666) was educated at St. John’s
College, Oxford, where narrow-browed Laud, then president, with
his usual squeamish conscience, often used to tell him that he
was ‘ an unfit person to take the sacred function upon him,’ because
be had a large mole on his left cheek. Going to Cambridge to take
orders, Shirley then became a quiet poetical curate near St. Albans;
but, going over to Rome, was compelled for subsistence to become
master of a grammar school at St. Alban’s. Weary of this, he came
wp at last to London, lived in Gray’s-inn-lane, turned dramatic
suthor, and in 1629 began his industrious series of thirty-nine plays,
with no great result. Like Ford, who died in 1689, at first he
basked in the court sunshine. Charles I., who, if he had no truth-
falness, had at least a taste, smiled on him; and Queen Henrietta
Maria gave this successor of Fletcher an appointment in her house-
hold. When the Civil War broke out, and the wild storm scattered
painters, poets, and architects to the four winds of heaven, Shirley,
suatching up his lute, followed his patron, the grave Earl of New-
astle, to the wars. After Naseby he returned to London, and, aided
by his learned friend, Thomas Stanley, the author of Lives of the
Philosophers, opened a school in Whitefriars. There he throve till
the Restoration brought back the actors, and his plays awoke. In
1666, the Great Fire burned out the poet ; and, heart-broken at the
bes and the general ruin and terror, he and his wife died within
the space of twenty-four hours a few weeks after. Shirley’s dramas
tre rather poems and plays; they want the force and originality of
the older and less polished school. Even Massinger has more force.
Ben Jonson is a Titan to him; and his rather cloying regularity and
sweetness remind us of Fletcher, without that poet’s chivalrous
dignity and spirit. One of Shirley’s finest passages is the often-
quoted simile from the lover Fernando’s speech in the Brothers:
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¢ Her eye did seem to labour with a tear,
Which suddenly took birth; but, overweigh'd
With its own swelling, dropt upon her bosom,
Which by reflection of her light appear’d
As nature meant her sorrow for an ornament.
After, her looks grew cheerful, and I saw
A smile shoot graceful upward from her eyes,
As if they had gain'd a victory o’er grief ;
And with it many beams twisted themselves,
Upon whose golden threads the angels walk
To and again from heaven.’

Shirley’s friend, brother author, neighbour, and fellow-sufft
in Whitefriars, John Ogilby, who translated Homer with Shirle
assistance, was the son of an impoverished Scotch gentleman, v
bound himself apprentice to Draper, a fashionable dancing-maste:
Gray’s-inn-lane. By an unlucky caper at a great masque giver
the court by the Duke of Buckingham, Ogilby strained his te
Achillis. He then became tutor to the Earl of Stafford, tur
" poet, translated Virgil, and tumbled Asop into verse, which Shi
commended. The Great Fire swept away his house in Whitefris
but that calamity did not kill him as it did the softer-hearted Shir
for Ogilby rallied, and went on publishing bibles and atlases by
tery for ten years longer, not dying till 1676.

Langhorne, a third poet, is associated with Gray’s-inn-lane, &
though he is said to have died from over-fondness for the Bm
ale at the Peacock in that legal locality, still we respect his
clerical memory, from the following anecdote that links Scott
Burns.

There is no anecdote of Scott’s youth more interesting t
that which connects him for a moment with Burns. When he
a lad of fifteen, Scott saw Burns one day when he was in Edinbw
at Professor Fergusson’s. Dugald Stewart was present. Burns
much affected at a print of Bunbury’s, representing a soldier 1y
dead in the snow. These lines were written beneath :

¢ Cold on Canadian hills or Minden’s plain,
Perhaps that parent wept her soldier slain ;
Bent o’er her babe, her eye dissolved in dew,
The big drops mingling with the milk he drew,
Gave the sad presage of his future years,
The child of misery baptised in tears.’

Burns shed tears at the print, and asked whose the lines w
No one knew they were Langhorne’s but the son of the Write:
the Signet, young Walter Scott. Burns rewarded the clever L
lad with & look and a word, which in after years the great wn
remembered with pleasure and pride.

Langhorne, the son of a Lincolnshire clergyman, taking ord
fell in love with and evensually married a young lady whom
taught Italian. When curate of St. John's, Clerkenwell, he be
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to imitate Sterne, and was attacked by Churchill for defending
Seotland from his ribaldry. He became rector of Blagdon, in Somer-
setshire, and there lost his wife. His best works are the translation
of Platarch, in which his brother aided him, and the Country Justice
{(1774-1777), the poem to which our anecdote refers. The loss
of a second wife, and other more selfish disappointments, are said to
bave driven Langhorne (who died in early middle life) to seek a
miserable solace in intemperance.

In 1673 (Charles II.), that °maggoty-headed’ gossip, the
VWiltshire gentleman, John Aubrey the antiquary, was lodging in
Ursy's-inn. This correspondent of Anthony Wood—who, however,
aalls him a pretender and a shiftless roving person, sometimes little
better than crazed—was a friend of Hobbes, and knew Milton;
but seems to have believed in alchemy, prophetic dreams, omens,
knockings, and other nonsense. He got entangled in law-suits,
ket all his Wiltshire property six years after the Restoration, and,
reduced to want, became a pensioner in the house of his kind friend,
Lady Long of Draycot, who supported him till he died in 1700.

Turnstile does not figure very remarkably either in local legend
or topographical record ; still it casts a ray of interest to know that
here, in his progress to Tyburn, Monday, November 16, 1724, that
dever young scoundrel Jack Sheppard planned an escape. One of his
and Blueskin's friends had supplied him in Newgate with a penknife.
This he put open into his pocket; and his design was, to lean for-
ward in the cart and quietly cut asunder the cord that tied his hands ;
then, as he passed Little Turnstile, to throw himself among the
friendly crowd, and dart through the lane sure to be made for him
up the narrow passage, where the officers could not follow on horse-
bsck. This hope made him say to the chaplain at starting, ¢ I have
Mow as great a satisfaction at heart as if I was going to enjoy an
estate of 2001. a year.” But the knife was discovered in the press-
yd at Newgate, just as he was mounting the cart. He then
rlied on being cut down soon after hanging, and resuscitated ;
but this also failed. This thief was the son of a Spitalfields car-
penter, and was apprenticed to a carpenter in Wych-street.

It is singular how a certain class of events seem to crystallise
round certain localities. Just as Fetter-lane is redolent of murder-
ers, and Brooke-street and Shoe-lane of ill-starred poets, so Red-
lion-square is hallowed by memories of two of the greatest men that
ppeared during the Civil Wars—Milton the brain and Cromwell the
band of the victorious Puritan party. Milton, during his dangers,
bis hidings, his blindness, his obscurity, and his poverty, lived
in & house in Holborn that looked into Red-lion-fields, now Red-
lion-square. There in that dim spot—so near, though unseen to all
but his dulled orbs, to the golden gates of the Paradise he had tra-
Yersed—in the company of his third wife and of his two daughters,
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whom he had taught to read Greek and Hebrew, and who were to
him both eyes and hands—there he wrote that great poem, which
begins like the peal of an organ with the sublime proem :

¢ Of man’s first disobedience, and the fruit

Of that forbidden tree, whose mortal taste

Brought death into the world and all our woe ;’
and he probably sold it to that generous and enterprising bookseller,
Mr. Simmons, for the princely and remunerative sum of 5., as the
actual consignment, purchased for 800l., and now in the British
Museum, incontrovertibly proves. Here, looking out towards High-
gate at the green and fresh fields, and afterwards in Jewin-street,
Aldersgate, the blind poet tarried in uncomplaining obscurity till the
year of the great Plague, when he removed to pleasant Chalfont, &
Buckinghamshire village. When Milton returned, he went to live
in Bunhill-row, where he surrendered his pure soul to God, whom
he had honoured, in 1674, fourteen years after the Restoration. In
1647, four years after his marriage with Miss Powel, that flighty
daughter of an Oxfordshire Cavalier gentleman, Milton was living
in Holborn, in a house ¢ which opened backwards into Lincoln’s-inn-
fields;” so that Holborn seems always to have been a favourite
locality of our greatest religious poet, and the whole neighbourhood
is invested with fresh interest when we have ruminated over these
few but fruitful facts, and these simple but indisputable dates.

The association of Cromwell’s name with Red-lion-square is of
legendary, but nevertheless most interesting character. There was
for many years (anterior to 1793, the date of the first edition of
Pennant’s London) a deep-rooted tradition in Red-lion-square, that
the body of that great genius of Puritanism militant rests in the
centre of the square garden, exactly beneath the spot where in
Pennant’s time stood a clumsy obelisk, erected no one knew why,
and with an obscure Latin inscription to no one knew whom. Let
us give the indisputable facts first, and then the by no means despic-
able theory. After the joyous but most unsuccessful Restoration,
the more fanatical courtiers persuaded Charles, who had by no means
any extreme veneration for ¢ the martyr,” as he used to call him, to
take a brutal revenge on dead men, by exhuming the bodies of
Cromwell, Ireton, and Bradshaw, throwing them out of Westminster
Abbey, sending them on sledges to Tyburn, and then hanging and
beheading them, burying the bodies at the foot of the accursed tree,
and fixing their heads on the roof of Westminster Hall.

The Cavalier ghouls did take this unworthy revenge; and the
bodies of Cromwell and his brave son-in-law Ireton were dug out of
the Abbey’s ponderous and marble tombs, and were brought with
careless and ribald mockery, the night before their exposure on the
gibbet, to the Red-lion Inn, Holborn. Taking his stand gallantly
on these facts, Mr. Jesse, in the recent edition of his most pleasant
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book on London, its celebrated Characters and remarkable Places,
argues strenuously for the probable truth of the old tradition. And
this is how, in his gentlemanlike way, he argues: He says the
conventional phrase Tyburn, used in the contemporaneous accounts,
need by no means have necessarily meant the well-known corner of
Connsught-place, at the north end of Park-lane. Sixty years before
the death of Cromwell, the gallows was frequently erected in St.
Giles's parish, near the Pound (the southern end of the present
Tottenham - court - road) ; while for nearly 200 years, the Holborn
end of Fetter-Tane was (as we saw in our last paper) a constant
place of execution. The resting the bodies all night at the Red-
lion Inn looks much more as if it was intended that they should be
ready for the St. Giles’s gibbet hard by on the morrow morning. If
the Hyde-park Tyburn had been intended, the same agreeable writer
wgues very truly, the coffins would never have been sent to the
Bed-lion Inn, since the distance from the Abbey to Tyburn-lane is
sctually shorter than the distance from the same place to Red-lion-
square. Nor could the object of the Government have been to
parade the bodies on sledges by daylight from the Red-lion Inn to
Tyburn, since that mile and three-quarters was then almost entirely
open country ; and years and years after there was a windmill at the
end of Rathbone-place. Still there is, it must be confessed, this
difficalty, that the contemporaneous accounts do say Tyburr, with-
out any qualification. But we turn the matter over to our reflective
teaders, by giving them the ipsissima verba of one of the rude news-
papers of those days, and they must judge for themselves, and as
ot least the mere existence of a not irrational tradition has cast a
glow of sunshine that refuses to fade upon the dingy garden, the
struggling lilac- bushes, and dusty summer-house of the garden of
Bed-lion-square. Here is the extract :

The Mercurius Publicus (Jan. 31 to Feb. 7) says, ¢ Jan. 80,
1660’ (we need say no more but name the day of the month) ¢ was
doubly observed, not only by a solemn fast, sermons, and prayers at
every parish church for the precious blood of our late pious sovereign
King Charles I., of ever-glorious memory, but also by public drag-
ging those odious carcasses of Oliver Cromwell, Henry Ireton, and
John Bradshaw to Tyburn. On Monday night, Cromwell and Ireton,
intwo several carts, were drawn to Holborn from Westminster, where
they were digged up on Saturday last, and the next morning Brad-
shaw, To-day they were drawn upon sledges to Tyburn; all the
way (a8 before from Westminster) the universal outery and curses of
the people went along with them. When these three carcasses were
st Tyburn, they were pulled out of their coffins, and hanged at the
several angles of that triple tree, where they hung till the sun was
set; after which they were taken down, their heads cut off, and their
loathsome trunks thrown into a deep hole under the gallows. The
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heads of these three notorious regicides are set upon poles on the
top of Westminster Hall by the common hangman. Bradshaw is
placed in the middle (over that part where the monstrous High Court
of Justice sat) ; Cromwell and his son-in-law Ireton on both sides of
Bradshaw.’ ’

A third good and wise man is associated with Red-lion-square.
In this then rather fashionable neighbourhood resided that excel-
lent man and untiring philanthropist, as untiring as the benevolent
Howard or Miss Burdett Coutts (we must be pardoned for not yet
having got accustomed to her superfluous title),—Hanway, whose
rather fussy T'ravels from London to Portsmouth Dr. Johnson once
attacked with rather boisterous ridicule, was born at Portsmouth in
1712. Bound apprentice to a Lisbon merchant, he left Portugal to
join a house in St. Petersburg ; and for them he travelled into the
most dangerous parts of Persia, afterwards publishing his experi-
ences. Naturally sensible, frank, honest, he returned to England
with an independent fortune, which his great and lavish charity, how-
ever, soon diminished; and at the petition of the principal mer-
chants of London, the Earl of Bute appointed the worthy man a
commissioner of the navy; and in that post, so often given to men
of mere birth, Jonas Hanway showed the same good semse and
honesty and unselfishness as he had done in nobler matters. His
good works were innumerable. He all but created the Magdalen,
and the Marine Society; he helped on Sunday-schools with all his
big heart; he did his best to protect the chimney-sweep boys from
the cruelty and oppression of their masters. Even in small matters
Hanway was a reformer and an opposer of abuses; and he was one
of the first English gentlemen who dared laugh at the mob’s laughter,
and carry an umbrella in the French manner.



A MONTH ON THE PERSIAN GULF

BY VISCOUNT POLLINGTON, M.A., F.R.G.S.

It was with feelings not unakin to pleasure that, one afternoon in
January 1865, we perceived the small town of Busheer rising gra-
dually upon the horizon.- We—that is to say, our companion and
ourself—had travelled on horseback for fifty-four days—from the
northernmost frontier of Persia on the Araxes to this place—and for
thirteen out of those fifty-four days had waded through deep snow.

Now, however, Busheer was to be our last halting-place—at any
nte in Persia—and thus we resolved to push on as fast as possible.
But this ¢ pushing on’ could, for two reasons, by no means exceed
the gigantic pace of four miles an hour. In the first place, the horses
we were riding were thin skin-and-bone animals, that could hardly
muster up strength for a trot between them; and in the second
place, the soil we were on was by no means conducive to speed, con-
sisting as it did of one broad flat expanse of mud of sticky constitu-
tion, about a foot in depth, and covered occasionally, for a mile or
two at & time, with a few inches of water from the neighbouring sea.

The road, although leading to the chief and, with the exception
of Bunder Abbas, farther east, the only sea-place (port is not the
word) in the Persian dominions (always excepting those on the Cas-
pian), consisted solely of the old tracks of many mules, horses, and
camels, and was perhaps half a mile in width. There were no land-
marks on the dead flat, excepting for a time the Anglo-Indian tele-
graph-posts, here of iron, which skirt, indeed, almost the entire
length of the road from Teheran to Busheer.

Presently we discovered the sea on our right. It here made an
excursion upon the mainland, causing the road in its turn to make
& detour in order to reach the neck of terra firma, which sweeps in
8 westerly direction towards Busheer, and eventually forms the pro-
montory whereon that town is built.

After plodding along for some time, we reached this promontory;
then past a few palm-trees, past many muleteers slowly driving
tlong their reluctant and heavy-laden mules; and we urged our
juded cattle into a feeble and spasmodic species of trot, which trot
brought us into the walls of Busheer, at about four in the afternoon.

Now when we speak of walls, the reader must not picture to him-
self anything like a good solid English brick wall—such as surrounds
Yillbank, for instance ; though we hope he has not had occasion to
make acquaintance with the interior of those walls, at any rate for any
length of time, the sojourn therein being reported to be tedious.
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No; these walls were rather masses of dry mud, heaped up in the
semblance of battlements, broken down at about every ten yards
interval, and which any popgun would knock over at a moment’s
notice. We entered by the gate, which is closed at sunset, thus

~ barring in or egress; unless, indeed, you choose to walk round by
the shore, or climb over a broken portion of the walls, where you can
get in or out easily enough. This gate consists, or consisted—it may
have rotted away since then—of wooden beams insecurely fastened
together by rusty ironwork. Here we asked the way to the Resident’s
house; but immediately perceiving the English flag floating proudly
on the breeze a short distance ahead, we had only to take the pro--
per turning, and were at the door. On presenting our cards to two
grim-looking Sepoys who were keeping guard, attired in white, with
coloured turbans on their heads, we were admitted.

‘We subsequently discovered that these government buildings are
called ‘ residencies,’ from the fact that the political agent who ought
to reside therein seldom does so, as he is generally on leave, or
travelling, or otherwise occupied. But this is by the way.

The Residency stands fronting the sea, about twenty yards from
the edge of the rocks, which rise about twenty feet from the beach.
It is built, as, with few exceptions, all houses are in Busheer, of un-
burnt mud-bricks whitewashed over, and is a very rambling construe-
tion. The court we were now in had buildings two stories high on
two sides, a wall on a third, and low buildings on the fourth side.

We were ushered up a broad flight of low steps, consisting of
dried mud, on the right of the entrance-door, which led up to a
platform—the roof of & portion of the house; then turning to the
left, we entered a small room dignified by the name of ¢ the office.’
Here the U.C.S.8., otherwise ¢ Uncovenanted Civil Service Servant,’
the vice-resident, received us, and expressed his regret that the
Resident was not here to do so himself. However, he informed us
that we could have rooms, subject to the return of the Resident,
who was just then cruising about in the private steamer a munificent
government (not the present!) put at his disposal. Descending again,
we passed under an archway into a second and larger court, sur-
rounded by offices of every description, including the stables, and
‘much in need of repairs ; then up another broad flight of
steps, we entered three rooms above the archway we had just come
through. These were the rooms allotted to us, and, indeed, called
the ‘ strangers’ rooms.” The Resident is, we believe, granted an
allowance for ‘entertaining-money;’ but he considers that entertain-
ment, like charity, should begin at home. The furniture in these
apartments was not calculated on any very luxurious scale, consist-
ing as it did of one large table, four chairs, one small looking-glass
on a diminutive table, and two hard divans. However, we proceeded
to install ourselves and make ourselves as comfortable as circum-

.
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stances would permit. We had two Persian servants with us—a
father and son. Awa Baba talked about thirty words of English,
and we were entirely guiltless of Persian, so that occasionally our
conversation used to come to a standstill. His most favourite ex-
pression was ¢ down below,’ used equally in the singular or plural,
and in the most impartial manner. With him it signified either
‘downstairs,” or what domestic servants will call the ¢insides’ of
any animal; and then it turned to ‘down belows’ under Awa’s
manipulation, or, indeed, any word for which he was at a loss to
find an adequate expression. He was honest beyond the generality
of Persians, and an excellent travelling -servant, together with his
son Jaffer. 'With their assistance, we converted the largest room
of our three into a sitting-room. This was some twenty feet high,
vith & ceiling of stretched canvas. It had five doors opening on to
s verandah, half panels, half glass, letting in much air, which, al-
though ‘no doubt very desirable in summer, was extremely disagree- -
sble in January. The outer and partition walls were five feet thick,
with recesses some two feet deep let into the outer walls all round the
room, excepting at the partitions, which were pierced through at these
recesses, probably to enable a person sitting in one room to over-
hear the conversation carried on in the next. Two doors opened out
of this room, and led down two steps to the two smaller ones, where
we erected our travelling-beds. As we found, soon after our arrival,
that the dining accommodation of the Residency consisted literally of
three plates, two glasses, and one salt-cellar (full), we sent Awa on a
foraging expedition, which turned out pretty successful, and at any
nate furnished forth our repast.

It was tolerably fine on the day of our arrival, but rather windy,
much to our discomfort, as we had some faint thoughts of going on
to India in the mail-steamer—a seven-days passage—should the
weather be perfectly calm. On the next, rain came down in torrents,
and, we regret to say, dripped plentifully into the rooms of her
Britannic Majesty’s Resident at Busheer—at any rate, into those
we occupied. As getting wet out of doors was perhaps preferable
t undergoing the same process within, we determined upon explor-
ing the bazaars. Our road took us through several lanes, consisting
of three yards’ width of mud in a liquid state, enclosed by walls of the
tame material in a dry form. The dwelling-houses, as in other Per-
tian towns, generally stood some distance back, behind a garden court.

The appearance of the bazaars was squalid in the extreme. The
vaulted portions consisted here and there of mud-bricks, with open-
ings at the top to let in light—and rain; but most of the arches
were composed of rotten palm-branches, with a canvas covering.
The ordinary little open shops lined either side, and their masters
st cross-legged on a sort of splash-board in front, patiently await-
ing the decree of Providence in the shape of a customer. "We have
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found occasionally that they preferred to say, ¢ That is not for sale,’
to getting up and handing the given object to us. The shops deal-
ing in cotton-goods are generally the best arranged. Quantities of
wooden matches, purporting to come from Vienna, are sold all over
the East. The tradesmen here never asked less than four times the
sum they meant eventually to accept for anything.

Some Jews had established commercial relations with Busheer,
and one of them, Nazim by name, had a shop outside the bazaar,
much frequented by the unfortunate European exiles in the place.
After the manner of Jews in other parts of the world, he had a col-
lection of the most miscellaneous objects littered about the one room
that constituted his shop. Shirts, pocket-books, preserved soups,
Cavendish tobacco, cloth, clay-pipes, potted meats, and old coins,
were only some amongst the many different articles he dealt in. In
fact, anything that could be bought or sold Nazim sold or bought.
He also boasted of a private shop in his own dwelling-house, whither
a resident took us one day. We discovered this to be a tumbledown
old house, entered by a narrow door, in front of which a bit of mud
wall screened the court; for his harem was on one side, and indeed
we caught sight of a dirty petticoat as the wearer made her escape.
Here we sat down in an upper chamber, and by way of commencing
business, our host forced us to imbibe some ° ginger-wine.” After
this, when he considered we had arrived at the right pitch of jovial-
ity, he produced his stock of old coins, of which we bought a few;
although in Persia this is a dangerous venture, unless the purchaser
understand the science of numismatics thoroughly. Vast nambers
of coins are continually offered for sale to the traveller in Persia,
and some fifty per cent of them are excellently well-executed coun-
terfeits. However, curious coins yet unknown in Europe are occa-
sionally picked up by the learned in such matters. Amongst his
other stock-in-trade, Nazim dealt in carpets, of which we bought
one. In Persia those with hardly any ¢ pile,” and of the closest
texture, are the most sought after and command the highest prices.
These come from Kerman, to the east of Shiraz.

On the seventh day. after our arrival, our companion embarked for
Bombay, and we were left to our own devices. The town of Busheer
being, perhaps, one mile in circumference, did not afford us much
amusement, and the attractions of the bazaar were always exhausted
in a quarter of an hour, even including the time spent upon bargain-
ing. However, there was generally a fight in progress therein.
The system of contest here was entirely contrary to the rules of the
P.R., and consisted principally in one of the antagonists seizing the
other by the waist, and pushing him vigorously into a shop-front or
the gutter, at the same time butting with his head. Hitting-out
was not their strong point, but we must allow them whatever credit
may attach to the use of unlimited bad language. As we frequently
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found to our cost during our travels, the noige occasioned by a squabble
is deafemng and we were frequently kept awake by the muleteers
cursing at each other all night.

We were now reduced to inventing expedients for improving the
mind until the arrival of the next mail-steamer, about a month.
Resding, of course, claimed the first place. There were only two

iodicals taken-in in Busheer, and these were all more than a
vear old. However, one civilised being had got a copy of Les Misér-
ables, which sufficed for a limited space of time. Then Lane's
Arabian Nights proved a great resource, more especially as we were
sbout visiting Bagdad. We also bethought us of taking lessons in
Persian, which would be useful, a8 we were about leaving Persia.
Thereupon an old gentleman, a former ¢ moonshee’ or interpreter
to the Residency, made his appearance. He was in receipt of a
mall pension from the Indian government, and talked English at
the rate of about a word a minute. In the (very) elementary work
from which we endeavoured to extract a scant knowledge of ¢ Farsee,’
there were several very quaint stories. The following will serve as
s specimen : ¢ A father and his son were taking a walk together,
vhen the younger suddenly disappeared down a steep well, into
which he had tumbled unawares. The distracted parent rushed np
to its mouth, and then, perceiving that his son was not quite dead,
be shouted down to him, ¢ Dear boy, mind you do not run away,
1] am going to fetch a rope for you to get out by!”’ Sir T.
Maleolm (we think) mentions another of the stories contained in
this book. It related to Hafiz of Shiraz, the celebrated poet, who
is said to have been very bald. Well, he was in the baths at Ta-
breez, and a rude person there began to chaff’ him, holding up
one of the round hollow bowls of polished tin used for shaving pur-
poses. He said, ¢ How is it,” pointing to the convex surface of the
bowl, ¢ that all you Shirazees have your heads like that?’ Hafiz,
not the least put out, just turned the bowl the other way, and re-
plied by another question, ¢ And how is it, then, that all you Tabreezees
bave your heads like this ?’

Persians in general do not carry watches, and thus the hour of
tuition varied daily, as my old man used to come at any time be-
tween ten and twelve in the foremoon. Occasionally we used to
nmble upon the beach—a shell-less one ; but the dead level of the
country up to the mountains presented, of course, no objects of in-
terest or grand natural features. We tried to purchase along-haired
at; but only one, and that one a bad specimen, could be found in
the town. With the exception of one we saw at Ispehaun, this
was the only bushy-tailed cat we saw during our travels in Persia.
Nothing whatever is manufactured at Busheer. Everything, in-
cluding water, which is brackish when drawn from the few wells in
the town, is brought from a distance. True, we had a Persian gun
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made for us in the bazaar; but as its’ component parts consisted in
those of an old Tower-marked ¢ Brown Béss’ transmogrified, we can
hardly call that a manufacture. However, the cotton trade of Persia
with Kurrachee and Bombay passes through the town, and carpets
are very freely exported. The anchorage is extremely bad, and
causes ships of any tonnage to remain at least at five-miles distance
out in the gulf. So shallow is that distance, that we grounded twice
on our way to the steamer in which we eventually started, although
the small boat we were in only drew about ten inches of water.

The routine of our days was now something very much as fol-
lows: Dressing, say half an hour, not much toilet being required
here ; Kaleoun-smoking, half an hour; meals, one hour; Persian
moonshee, two hours ; one writing, two walking, and nine reading.
The relative times occupied in walking and’reading of course fluc-
tuated according to circumstances. Smoking the Kaleoun above
mentioned necessitated a total cessation from all other labour, and
occupied our attention for the time being. The process, which we
have described aliunde,* is very agreeable, and the Persian tobacco
entirely lacks the pungency of the American plant. Persian ladies
smoke it. Indeed, we liave heard it whispered in scandal-loving
circles, that it used to be the fashion for ladies to smoke the hookah
—a similar institution—in India.

One fine day the English residents at Busheer and ourselves
had an exciting contest in pistol-shooting on the beach. We erected
a black bottle as a mark at twenty-five paces, and christened the
event Colt v. Deane and Adams; but we ought to state, that out
of some twenty shots apiece all were misses, and thus the vexed
merits of our weapons were not put to any very decisive test. At
the close we gathered round the bottle en masse, and demolished
the rascally thing by throwing stones at it from about two-yards
distance. About half the population of Busheer gathered around
us to watch the fun. It is & peculiarity of Eastern towns, that any-
thing which goes on at one end is known all over the town in about
ten minutes. In any large bazaar the stranger seems to be sur-
rounded by a sort of human telegraph. We often asked the price
of something at one end of a great bazaar, and on getting to the
farther end have had the same sort of article offered to us at a
slightly-reduced price. At Busheer we played our first game of
quoits; and the hour for our departure by the mail-steamer Euphrates
for Bassorah found us playing at them in the back court of the Resi-
dency. These amusements, in combination with a few not very
eventful rides out upon the plain near, which we have formerly de-
scribed, filled up the measure of the time—a month—we spent on
the Persian gulf.

* In Half-round the Old World.
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¢ So runs the round of life from hour to hour.’ Tennyson.

Tae party had been successful, the weather had been fine. Wake-
fdd's side had won the cricket match; rowing expeditions had .
been made on the mere, picnic expeditions to the ruins, riding expe-
dtions in the park. The novel charms of croquet hud attracted
many devotees; and in the evening, music, billiards, whist, and danc-
ing increased the speed of the already swiftly flying hours.

One night, the warmest of a month warmer than August usually
i, 8 clear moonlight night, a row on the lake was proposed, as it
ws gaid that the view of the house from the water at night was
oot to be missed. Anxious chaperones with difficulty were induced
to consent, extra wraps were donned, and several of the younger
members of the party sallied forth.

Evelyn, who went upstairs to get a cloak, was a little later than
the others; and Norman, who had not intented to go, offered to
mlk with her down to the boats. Latterly she had been much in
the society of Lord Clare, and Charlie had avoided rather than sought
her piqued perhaps and jealous, but at the same time not intruding

kis jealousy on her, and gnashing his teeth only when alone. It was
therefore not with the best grace that he started with her from the
bouse, following two figures who were just in front of them.

A little way before they reached the boat-house it was neces-
aryto pass through an arboretum, the winding paths of which were
wmewhat confusing, and Evelyn and Norman, taking a wrong turn,
retraced their steps, only in time to find that both boats had started
vithout them. . -

*What shall we do ?’ said Evelyn. ¢ O, Mr. Norman, do let us
go back quickly.’

He was annoyed, the fool, not seeing that her very timidity be-
tayed her feelings; and they turned towards the house. Just then
e moon came out from behind a cloud and shone full on the build-
ing before them, lighting up with its clear white light the picturesque
fbles and varied buttresses of the house, and burnishing the high
romd dome in the middle of the block. Behind them the lake stretched
b one hage sheet of silver, and in the still distance the old ruin ap-

8ecoxp Szries, Vov. V. F.8. Vor. XV. "
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peared half in light and half in the shadgw of neighbouring trees. It
was a pretty scene, and Evelyn could not help stopping to admire it.

‘ How lovely!’ she said. ¢Does not beautiful scenery and beau-
tiful architecture produce a quieting and elevating effect on you ? I
always feel more contented, more peaceful, better, in fact, after hav-
ing admired something really beautiful.’

¢ So do I,’ he said, as he looked at her.

Her face was so lit up with pleasure at the exquisite lovehness
of the scene, her eyes glowed so radiantly, and such an expression
of depth and intensity came over her features, that all Norman’'s
scruples, all his doubts, all his pride, vanished at once. He felt
nothing except the overwhelming power of his love, feared nothing
except the loss of an opportunity of declaring it.

¢ Evelyn,’ he said in a low earnest voice ; and as the tell-tale
blood flooded up into her cheek, he poured forth the whole torrent
Jf his love. He told her how he had tried to resist it in vain; how
it had grown stronger day by day, hour by hour. He said Heaven
knows what. Were it repeated here, it would sound weak indeed ;
but then, and to her, it had a force which none can tell.

¢If you can love me,’ he said finally, ¢there is nothing I will
not do to win you; if you cannot, forgive my foolish presumption,
and let me go and bear my grief alone.’

She was silent, but her hand still stayed in his.

¢ Have you no answer ?’' he pleaded.

But her head was averted, and she said nothing. He dropped
her hand with a sigh, and was turning away, when he heard the
low tones of the dear voice call him back, and tell him that his love
was returned a hundredfold.

Who can tell how long they remained in the glorious moon-
light, mad with the delirium of newly-declared love, where even the
extraordinary beauty of the outer world could add little to the plea-
sure of their own emotions. Time and place were for them anmi-
hilated, and the murmured words and broken sentences would have
continued perhaps for hours, had not the sound of voices warned them
of the return of the boating-parties, and given them an opportunity,
by making a detour, of mingling with the rowers unobserved, owing
to the fact that each party thought they had belonged to the other.

That night Charlie slept but little. Ho kept waking periodic-
ally with the thrill which is always felt when the flood of happy
memory, rushing along every fibre of the system, fills it with an
almost unbearable pleasure. Before going to bed, Evelyn did two
things—told Mrs. Everslie what had happened, and wrote a long
letter to her friend.

¢ My darling Florence,’ she said, ¢ he has spoken, and I am so
happy. I don’t know why or how, but as we walked to the water-
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side to-night, I felt it was going to be, and tried to prevent it. I
could not, however; and he told me, holding me with his dear hand
—I think I feel the pressure of his fingers now—and speaking all
his thoughts in such a pleading tone, that I knew not what to say ;
and I nearly let him go before I could muster courage or find words
to tell him how his love was far less strong than mine. And now,
Florence, I care for nothing. Whatever happens, I am proud of
him and confide in him, and we two can face the world. Mamma
did not like it when I told her; but I have made her promise to be
kind to him, and not to bias papa. She wanted me to marry Lord
Clare. I quite like Lord Clare now, though I did so hate him before.’

Next morning Charlie received & little note from Mrs. Everslie,
wking him to speak with her, and would he walk in the avenue at
deven o’clock ?

As they paced up and down between the stately trees, she told
kim that she did not know what Mr. Everslie would say; that she
would write to him, and ask him to see Mr. Norman, but that she
bad no idea what line he would take ; that both Evelyn and he were
yomg—too young, she added, to know their own minds; and that,
though Mr. Everslie was rich, she did not know what he would think
tbout Evelyn’s marrying a man who, if she understood Mr. Norman
right, could do little in the way of supporting her. Finally, she
ssked him to say nothing on the -subject, and not to give people an
opportunity of talking about her daughter till he had seen Mr. Ever-
tie; a course which, if Mr. Norman followed her advice, he would
opt as shortly as possible.

Poor Charlie listened to all this with a lump in his throat,
vondering where in the mother was the warmth and gentleness and
the affection which was to be found so strongly in the daughter, and
Yt not blaming the former for taking a worldly view of Evelyn’s
bappiness. He said he would follow Mrs. Everslie’s advice, and
trusted himself entirely in her hands; that, if she would believe
kim, the notion that Miss Everslie was rich had repelled rather
than attracted him; and that he had intended to leave Wakefield
vithout saying a word, on the subject, had not his affection entirely
overcome him last night, and given him the joy of hearing that
Evelyn cared for him. As far as regarded himself, he admitted, with
regret, that he was not in a position to maintain a wife, but urged
that he was not without ambition and powers of getting on ; in con-
tosion, that if Mrs. Everslie approved, he would go to town to-
morrow, and call on Mr. Everslie the day after.

Then they went back to the house, and Charlie was in paradise
for & few hours in the society of his love, saying by stolen looks all
those expressive words which the presence of other guests did not
' dllow him to say with his lips. They had to be content with this,
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for Mrs. Everslie took care tbat they should not be alone that day;
and the whispered ¢ Good-night, dear,’ as Norman gave Evelyn her
candle after dinner, were the only loving words with which she had
an opportunity of making him happy.

- In the morning Norman had to submit to a great deal of Wake-
field’s wrath for leaving him on the 1st, and preferring the smoke
of London to the charms of the stubbles; but as he had perhaps
some suspicions of the cause, the latter did not put so many objec-
tions in the way of his departure as he would otherwise have done.
Before he went, Charlie had a few words with Evelyn.

‘You have made me so happy,’ she said; ¢and I shall think of
you joyously in your absence. If all goes well, you will come back
soon, won't you? But recollect that, if all does not go well, and I'
may not marry you, I will never marry any one else ; I cannot love
any one but you, dear, and I do believe you will be true to me.’

¢ My darling, my own, indeed I will !’

But the fly was at the door, and he must drive away; seeing,
as he left the hall, the dear face he loved watching him, and as lt
were giving a good omen to his journey.

Only a face at the window,
Only a face—nothing more ;

Yet the look in the eyes as they met mine
Still comes to me o’er and o’er.

Only a smile of greeting,
Only a smile as I pass'd;

Yet that look shall be never forgotten

As long as my life shall last.
CrarTErR VIII.
¢ Crescentem sequitur cura pecuniam
Majorumque fames.’ Horace.

NoRrMAN'S journey to town was not an enviable one; and the
more he thought of his coming interview with Mr. Everslie, the less
he liked it. It was not a pleasant position for a man of independent
ideas, and a considerable amount of pride, to have to go to another
and tell him he had asked his daughter to be his wife without hav-
ing the power to support her, being therefore under the obligatiom
of asking him to do so; but then, on the other hand, he thought:
‘ People often do such things; why should my motives be taken in
a worse light than those of the many men who have married girls
richer than themselves? Marriage is not a bargain in which one
side gets the better of the other, or tries to do so. If love exists,
what does it matter, as aunt Em says, which has the necessary
dross? I would willingly have given all I had; why should I ex-
pect a refusal from her father to act with some liberality?” Then
back again he went to the old train of thought. He had to ask ; he
was a beggar; he had to use the most detestable of all argaments,
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‘Pify me;’ he had to put himself in the position of pleading to a
man of whom he knew little, and to ask him for that which, if he
is 8 man of sentiment, he will value most—his daughter; if he is
s man of selfishness, that which he loves most—his money. So he
alternated between hopes and fears, now taking the gloomy side of
the picture, and now consoling himself with the passionate thought
of Evelyn’s love, till his fellow travellers wondered who was the
bandsome young man with the anxious face, whose restlessness
would not let him stay still for a moment. When he got to town,
the same disquiet continued. His club had no attractions, and the
bnely room which he took at a hotel gave him the blue devils. He
vent to the play; but his thoughts roamed from the heroine on tite
thge to the heroine of his own story; and the contrast between per-
ption and recollection was not in favour of the unfortunate actress.
He went back to his club, and tried to enjoy a cigar ; but it seemed
b choke him; and he finally retired to a sleepless bed, where he
tesed and turned in the fever of anticipation.

Next morning he was punctual to his appointment with Mr.
Everslie, and waited for that gentleman with feelings not unlike
those of a patient visiting his surgeon for a painful operation.

Mr. Everslie received him very civilly; but from the first mo-
ment of his entering the room, Charlie foresaw the result of the
iterviews Mr. Everslie thanked him for his courtesy in coming
to see him so soon, and for the openness and straightforwardness
ofhis conduct ; and felt proud at the honour which had been done
bim and his daughter by Mr. Norman. At the same time he had
other views for his child ; and though he had no possible objection
to Mr. Norman personally, he did not think he should be justified
in accepting as son-in-law a man who could do so little towards
msintaining a wife in the comfort and luxury to which Miss Everslie
bad been accustomed. He was grateful to Mr. Norman for this far-
ther evidence of his interest in his daughter, and was at a loss to
express his sense of the obligation under which he found himself;
but still he did not think that — having regard to Mr. Norman's
position, age, and income — he should be held to be wrong if he
refused to consent to an engagement which must be so uncertain
1 {o its results.

Then Charlie brought his poor little artillery to bear on the
enemy’s forts ; meutioned the depth of his affection, pleaded that
he knew his inability to do anything for his wife, but suggested
that he was not, nor as far as he knew was Miss Everslie, of ex-
tvagant tastes ; and that he hoped, by application and zeal, at
tome time to achieve a position which would allow her to feel that
the had not married a man unworthy of her preference ; he inferred
that if Mr. Everslie could maintain his daughter in married life, it
wis questionable whether her affection should not be allowed free
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she would, was it not possible that she might not be able ? Then
how should he see her ? He could not go to Wakefield ; he might not
vrite; he had no friend in whose confidence he could trust. Aunt
Em? Yes, he would go and see aunt Em.

Lady Emily Norman was at home, and received him in the dark
drawing-room (her parlour), whose very sombreness seemed soothing
to Charlie in his present state of mind.

‘Well,” she said, ‘so he has said No. What reasons did he give ?’

‘How can you know that ?’

‘Pshaw, boy! Look at yourself in the glass, and then answer
my question.’

And he saw a face so haggard, so dispirited, that he felt aunt
. En's guess had been an easy one.

‘0,” he said, ‘it was just as I thought; he scorned to give his
dmghter to me because I was not his equal in one respect ; and he
mde his refusal more stinging by his laudation of my personal
qulifications. How can I blame him ? He has made his own
money, and will give it not even to his daughter without some re-
tum, and to see her happy he does not think an equivalent. I said
Ihad scruples in the matter, and I was right.’

‘Fudge! you don’t love her half, if one rebuff can cast you down.
Did you suppose she would drop into your hands like a ball at cricket ?
If she is not worth more than one defeat, let her go. And now, of
course, your next move is to make yourself rich as quick as you can.
Howare you going to set about it ? You must give up the bar; that
i8t0 slow; and you had better, I think, try what work in other
countries will do. 'What do you think ?’

¢ And leave my degree, aunt Em ? Give up a large bird in the
band without seeing my way to even a small one in the bush 2’

¢‘No, I should take my degree; though precious little good that
Wil do you; but after that, I should go to the colonies, and see
vhether you cannot make such a fortune as will place you above such
tepulses as those of to-day.’

“And lose her in the mean time 2’

‘Nonsense, boy ! To stay here is to lose her irretrievably, to see
ber recede farther and farther out of your reach, andwhatever be your
bopes or success, to know that neither one nor the other will avail.’

‘But what am I to do at the colonies, aunt Em? It is easy to
say, go to the colonies, but there is no Tom Tidler’s ground there on
which every one may pick up unlimited gold and silver.’

‘You leave that tome. I will find a plan. You go to Oxford,
get your first, pack up your clothes, buy a pocket-knife, and come
bere; and by the time you have done that, I will have some scheme
tady for starting you in a fair way. And now, never mind Mr.
Everslie. Go and write her a long letter, tell her all about it, and
tsk her what she thinks. Go away, go!”
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CaaprTER IX.

¢ This much at least we may presume to say,
The premium can’t exceed the price they pay.’ Byron.

THE examinations are in full swing at Oxford, and in the drea
November afternoon a stream of undergraduates and bachelors of arts
in white ties and anxious looks, pass to and from the schools, whil
here and there a tutor keen to know the fate of some pupil, or &
examiner with a pile of formidable papers under his arm, adds to th
gown-clad crowd. It is two o’clock, and the stream sets school
ward. There is the Christ-Church swell in for a pass, with
camelia in his buttonhole and the newest-shaped coat under th
shortest possible gown. His smartness and his swagger will pro
duce little effect on his examiners, and he had better have spent th
time he took in brushing his hair in a last look at that difficul
passage of Livy. There is the bachelor who has already distin
guished himself in one school, and is seeking farther honours i
another, confident of himself, sure of his own ability, not the leas
nervous, but looking upon the examination as a contest of wits i
which he is certain to shine. There is the poor servitor, whos
future in life depends on his present success, whose worn face an
attenuated form show how deep have been his dips into the midnigh
oil, and whose harassed air shows the dire importance which h
attaches to the result. Macte virtute puer, and when eminent re
ward at last meets your application and energy, look back on thi
day with pleasant recollection. There is the idle boating man, wh
is in for his last chance. If he is ¢ ploughed’ again this time, his co.
lege will have no more of him : his boat will lose his mighty stroke
The examiners are anxious to let him through, and have given hix
easy questions in viva voce.

¢ How many kinds of angles are there ?’ was one of the question
they asked him.

¢ Three.’

‘Yes; what are they ?’

‘ Right angle, acute angle, and er-er-er—quadrangle.’

Poor fellow, it is to be feared there will be no testamur for hin

There is Charlie Norman going in for his viva voce.

Were you ever examined viva voce, reader ? if not, we recon
mend you never to be, if you can help it. It is a sort of intellectu:
dentistry which is far worse than the real thing ; and when the toot
won't come, and the operator begins to tug, you feel indeed the foll
of having attempted to be wise, and appreciate the bliss of contente
ignorance. :

Charlie had done his paper work well : his translations wel
made into sound vigorous English, his discussions on doubtfal past
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ages showed careful reading and much determination, and his ans-
wers in political philosophy and history evinced considerable thought;
bat his logic had been shaky, and he was to be thoroughly tested in
this,

Picture to yourself a long room, with one portion railed off, and
a green-baize table running down the middle of the other half. At
this are seated four masters of arts with their red hoods, while a
pile of books on the table bears no small resemblance in effect to a
dentist’s case of instruments.

‘Mr. Norman of Christ Church’ is called; and from a knot of
udergraduates and strangers, who have been listening to the last
man, Charlie steps forth. He looks pale and anxious, but his eye
is bright and his step firm ; and there are few among those of the
wdience who know him who do not wish well to the man who helped
to win the *Varsity match.

‘Will you sit down?’ And he takes a chair.

‘ Take the Ethics of Aristotle, please. Book vi. chap. 8. Thank
you. Read it first, please.’

At that moment —as he afterwards confessed — the passage,
s well-known one, seemed nothing to him but a blurred mass of
uintelligible words ; and that the first question, ¢ What does Aris-
tolle mean by saying that demonstration ends with perception ?’
conveyed not the slightest meaning to him whatever. Gradually,
bowever—as is the case with actors who suffer from temporary stage
fright, or singers whose nervousness wears off as the necessity for
presence of mind increases—his mind recovered its steadiness, and
be continued to reply to every question put, till the examination
tssumed rather a form of conversation and discussion than the tor-
ture which it at first threatened to be. Still it was no slight relief
¥hen the long-wished-for words, ¢ Thank you ; you may go now,’ pro-
claimed the end of his hard work, his weary nights and long anxious

days. And as he left the schools, and another victim took his place,
he felt some at least of the anxiety taken from his mind.

It so happened that he was one of the last examined in viva voce,

and on the same evening the list was to be out. About half-past
five, therefore, a throng of fidgety young men, with one or two dons,
Inight have been seen hovering about the school quadrangles, waiting
for the issuing of the list. .The evening was dreary, and a sort of
half frost, half fog had mudded the flags and dirted the streets of
Oxford, the chill cheerless feeling of the day making those who were
waiting to know their fate encourage more their fears than their
hopes. As the time drew nearer when the list was expected, the
crowd grew thicker round the green-baize door. There was the poor
servitor, half callous now from the intensity to which his excitement
had been drawn. There was the man who knew he had done badly,
yet half hoped he might have exaggerated his faults. There was
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the confident bachelor talking cheerily about trifles to the dons, and
hiding by conversation the slight keenness which even he felt as to
his fate. There too was the genius, with clothes that did not fit
and were of uncouth pattern, with unkempt hair and his head all on
one side, who was perfectly sure of a first ; and there was Charlie,
accompanied by one or two ¢ house’ men. His air was quiet, but
the tremor of his eye and the twitching of his. fingers showed the
interest he took in the result. And when the door opened, and an
examiner appeared with a long slip of paper in his hand, his breath
came in short quick gasps, though he strove desperately to conceal
his emotion.

The names were divided into four classes; and Charlie, when
after some struggling he got to the door where the paper was pinned,
timidly looked at the third class: his name was-not there. Then
at the second, fearing : his name was not there. And then a tre-
mendous thump on the back, and a ‘ Well done, old fellow !" told kim
it was of no use looking at the first class, where, between the names
of the poor servitor and the clever bachelor, stood

¢ Norman, Carolus. Ex sde Christi.’

‘Who shall analyse the feelings of intense satisfaction which he ex-
perienced at that moment ? He had got his first! His labour had
been rewarded by success! How different his feelings from those
of the man who had just missed a place in the class for which he
hoped ; whose long nights and weary days had been in vain; whose
headaches and self-denial had but resulted in defeat; who had no
chance of retrieving his lost laurels! With Charlie all was couleur
de rosc. His tutor’s congratulations were pleasant; his friends’
sympathy was pleasanter ; even the dean’s, * Hur! got a first, have
you? Might bave got two if you had worked,” was bearable ; but
it is a question whether anything svas so supremely delightful as the
first tidings of triumph.

The months that had passed since we left him in London had
been spent almost entirely in reading. He had written one long
letter to Evelyn, announcing her father's decision and his own inten-
tions, and filled with numerous protests of his own determination to
win her in spite of every obstacle ; but he had received no answer.
He had hardly expected one; yet the hope that she would disobey her
father’s injunctions alternated with the knowledge that he should
blame her if she did, and for a long while he received every post with
a mingled feeling of expectation and fear. He had heard nothing
too of aunt Em, except so much that in one letter to him she had
told him that she had found a sphere for his labour and talent, and
that he would have to start on the 7th of December.

As it was now the last week in November, he had a fortnight ta
prepare for his journey ; and having paid his tradesmen, packed up
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his books, met the objections of his friends, who opposed what they
called his folly in leaving England, and said good-bye to the dean
with an almost unalloyed satisfaction, he hurried up to town, feeling
that an epoch in his life was past.

The morning after his arrival he went to see aunt Em, who told
Lim all the details of the plan she had formed. It will suffice that
you should know,.reader, that a man of considerable energy and
skill, who had established a cotton-farm in one of the Pacific islands,
wanted a partner with 5000!. and a head on his shoulders ; and Lady
Emily, who had heard of this, ¢ never mind how, my dear,’ had made
inquiries of the referees which this gentleman had named, and found
that & considerable profit would probably follow the introduction into
the concern of new stock and increased management.

‘Ihave therefore made arrangements by which 5000l. have been
paced in the hands of this Mr. Dawson’s bankers in his name and
vours, and to-morrow you will have to sign a bond to me for the
noney—which I lend you, boy, willingly—and a deed of partnership
if you approve the terms with him. You have money of your own,
ud I advise you to make such arrangements as will allow you to
have & sum ready to invest in any scheme which may attract your
notice when there.’

‘ery like Tom Tidler's ground, you will say, reader, and very
vague; but it was not so really, though it would not do to give you
the particulars, as you might be too inquisitive, and inconvenient.

So Charlie was to start in a week. Before that, he had so much
t0 do in the way of preparation, that he hardly had time to think of
tbe glories of his first. Of one thing he did think, and that was
Zvelyn. During the past term he had again heard ramours of Ler
bing much in the society of Lord Clare, and though he was not
recularly jealous, he could not utterly banish certain fears which he
bad in regard to the effect of parental influence on Evelyn. One
day, as he was crossing the Park from Grosvenor-crescent towards
}"impole-street, he overtook Mrs. Everslie and her daughter walk-
ng with a cousin, whose conversation with Mrs. Everslie gave
Charlie, after a few general observations, an opportunity which he
{id not avoid of dropping behind with Evelyn.

“Well, dear,’ she said softly, as his great eyes looked hungrily
into hers, *so you could not come back to Wakefield ?’

‘No,” he answered ; ¢and though the blow was great, I can
bardly blame your father: he is fond of you, too fond to let you
marry a poor unknown weakling like me; he may be right; and
low all T can do is to strive to build a house into which he will let
you come ; and yet—how do I know that you will come when it is
built 2

‘Is that your idea of trust, Charlie ?’ she said reproachfully.
‘If you doubt, what hope is there for me '
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¢ Then you do love me, Evelyn; and when I am away m the
distant land, to which I sail next week—’

¢ Next week ?’

‘Yes; did you not know I go next week ? did they not tell
you ?’

¢ Where to? where 2’ and she grew pale. ¢I did not know.’

¢ To try and make a fortune for you, my darling; to look forward
to the time when I have won it, and can come back and claim yon
as my own. While you will be the beacon which shall lead me on,
the guiding star which shall shine over my night. May I think this,
darling ?’

¢ Charlie, don’t I owe my life to you? You know I will never
marry any one but you; but why must you go? cannot you stay
here ?’

¢ No, dear ; I cannot for a long while do well enough to satisfy
your father here; and though I fear the parting as much as you—'

¢ Evelyn dear, unless you walk a little faster, we shall be lates
for lunch,’ broke in Mrs. Everslie.

And they soon came to the house in Park-lane, towards whiche
the Everslies were going, and Norman had to say good-bye. One=
pressure of the hand expressively prolonged, one look of faith andl
fervour from Evelyn’s eyes, and Charlie was alone.

Norman was not given to scribbling verses, but under the cir-
cumstances he might be pardoned that night for finding he hacC
arrived at the third of the seven ages of man. Anyhow, he madm
the following sonnet to his mistress’s eyebrow :

L.

Gone ! though around me lingers
The gentle voice’s tone ;

Gone ! though the fair soft fingers
Still seem to press mine own ;

Gone! with a quivering eyelid
And with a trembling brow ;

Gone ! with a smile of sadness,
And steps that falter'd slow.

1.
Gone ! and I dared to doubt thee,
And think thee false as fair:
Ah, pardon, that without thee
Life seem’d but all despair.
Well knew I that around thee
Men better far than I
Would strain the chains that bound thee,
And test thy constancy.

111

I fear’d a mother’s leading,
I fear’d a father’s threat,

I fear'd each new love pleading
The old love to forget.
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1, coward, fear'd to leave thee
Amid the world’s unrest,

Too timid to believe thee
Above e’en sterner test.

1v.
But now, though seas divide us,

Our hearts shall thrill one thrill,
And whatsoe’er betide us,

Our trust grow firmer still.
For who that knew thy fears, love,

‘When fate came 'twixt us two,
Or saw thy rising tears, love,

Could doubt that thou wert true ?

Three days afterwards Charlie sailed from Southampton, and his
unt Emily and his sister Edith, a fair child of fourteen summers,
valched with strained eyes the white sails of his vessel lose them-
wlves in the distance.

CHaPTER X.

¢ Pallida mors ®quo pulsat pede pauperum tabernas
Regumque turres.’ Horace.

TeE system of almost unlimited credit which obtains in the
commercial world of England has the advantage of enabling a man
of originality and caution to undertake operations which, were there
o guch credit, would be impossible, and thus opens out enterprise
which would be entirely out of the question under other circum-
stances. A man can have his money tied up in one concern, and
yet, on the strength of mere possession, trade with it in another.
But this only lasts as long as all goes well ; and one result of it is,
that periodical panics upset the most accurate and truthful caleu-
lations, and the unexpected, and under ordinary circumstances un-
reasonable, call for money which follows precipitates into irretrievable
ruin many who have not immediate command of means sufficient to

meet the temporary exigences which thus overthrow them. Such
Panics occur at almost calculable intervals, perhaps from psycholo-
8ical reasons, from the reactionary timidity which in many minds
Ingy be expected to follow prolonged confidence ; perhaps from eco-
Nomical reasons, from the general though not personal miscalculation
Of the laws of supply and demand ; but, whatever the cause may be,
the best judges of financial enterprise expect that from time to time
Storms will occur which none but the safest will be able to weather.

One of these took place three years after Norman had sailed
from Southampton. The operations of some unscrupulous men,
followed by the failure of a large house, had created distrust; and
Tnany large establishments were severely hit, among which none
Suffered more than the great house of Everslie and Richmond.
Mr. Everslie had been through life a careful man. He had been
bold where audacity was advisable, cautious where foolhardiness was
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want of energy increasing, she attributéd much of this to her own
disobedience, and felt conscious of guilt which was not chargeable
to her.

Mr. Everslie’s health grew worse, and one morning he com-
plained of feeling oppressed and giddy; he went down to the City,
and came back in a state of depression and languor which filled
even Mrs. Everslie with alarm, and induced her to send for the
best advice. Clarke, when he came, ordered stimulants and con-
stant watching, and desired that he should not be left alone for a
single instant. )

Suddenly therefore in the rich man’s house, where everything
that wealth could buy and taste suggest was collected to give com-
fort and luxury to life, all was consternation and dread. The ser-
nnts moved here and there with looks of mingled importance and
fear; and those most in the confidence of their employers were re-
garded as of more than usual authority, and consulted and questioned
unceasingly ; while in the sick man’s room Evelyn and her mother
wiched through the long hours, stimulated by the painful excite-
ment to an energy and endurance which was certainly foreign to the
character of one.

For two days Mr. Everslie got no better, and yet not much
worse; and on the third day a friend came to break the awful
tidings of the collapse of the house, and the ruin which had befallen
their fortunes, and made the terror-stricken women able to under-
sand much in Mr. Everslie’s moanings which had before been a
mystery. His state was such that there was no need to inform him
of the event, to which he had probably looked forward ; but as the
dsy wore on, his watchers were more and more able to realise the
lerible nature of the blow. which had smitten them. Still their
thoughts were—what woman’s are not in similar cases >—not with
themselves, but with the sick man; and every movement of his
disease was observed with an intensity of interest only known to
those who have attended a dangerous illness.

On and on the weary day dragged its lingering length, and in
the darkened room the painful breathing of the invalid was only in-
terrupted by the soothing tones of those that nursed him. Asnight
spproached, Evelyn insisted on her mother taking a little sleep, and
berself stayed awake, pondering on the present and the future.
Would he die? What was death? How should she bear it if he
did die ? How would her mother bearit? Then came thoughts of
ber own disagreement with her father, and self-reproach. Then of
Charlie—would he be changed if she was ruined? Would he still
love her if she had to work for her living? and what would he do
when he knew? And then, even then, in the intensity of her grief,
in the anguish for the shock which had occurred and the terror of
that which might occur, in her fatigue, her awe, the mind she could
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not control would conjure up a future which was not entirely sur-
rounded by sorrow.

Meanwhile the paid nurse snored, the lamp burned lower and
lower as the heavy tones of the dressing-table clock tolled the pass-
ing hours, and in a sort of fevered half-consciousness Mr. Everslie
tossed and turned till the night passed and through the curtains
came the rising dawn. Then Clarke ¢ame again, and his face ex-
pressed the greatest anxiety. The patient’s heart, he said, had’
been much strained by over-excitement or work, and the pulse was
very low ; a rally might occur, but he should not be doing his duty
if he did not advise Miss Everslie to awake her mother without
delay. So, with a broken voice, Evelyn told her what the doctor
had said, and brought her to the room where

¢ Unto dying eyes
The casement slowly grew a glimmering square ;’
and after a few brief moments, into which was crowded the anguish,
the regret, the repentance of years, and in which subjects long for-
gotten, or considered but lightly, assumed an interest not to be ex-
aggerated, the weakened heart ceased to beat, and a widowed mother
and her child were left to face the horrors of their loss.

It is said that & man wounded severely in the heat of conflict
often does not feel his wound till the battle is over, so great is the ex-
citement which sustains him ; and so it is with a mental shock—the
effect is sometimes not perceived till long after the shock is given;
for the necessity of action acts as a stimulus and prevents the rea-
lisation of pain. This was the case with Evelyn. She saw that
her mother was completely broken down by the combined blow of
ber husband’s death and her own ruin, and the call upon her endur-
~ ance gave her an apparent callousness and a real emergy which
enabled her to carry out with calmness the painful duties of her
situation. It was only when night came, and she was alone in her
room, that the over-strained mind broke down, and an agony of
hysterical terror replaced the fortitude of the day. This state lasted
for some time; during the days she was cool, mistress of herself,
and collected ; at night-time she would throw herself on her bed in
a violent fit of weeping, which would last till the intensity of her
emotion brought weakness, and weakness rest. And so she passed
through the terrible events which followed Mr. Everslie's death.
The funeral, with all its ghastly details; the management of the
affairs of the house, and the settling of such pecuniary matters as
had to be attended to at once; the discussions with lawyers and
men of business—in all these Evelyn was the leader, and the guide
and support of her mother, who herself could do but little.

Mr. Everslie had not been a rich man when he married, and, like
many men in his position, had not made any marriage settlements;
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quently Mrs. Everslie found that, though the creditors of her
wd’s house were paid in full, there would be scarcely more
y than would pay his private debts, and leave her the smallest
ble income. Penury thus stared her in the face; and though
ras 80 overcome by her shock that she could not realise this
it was not long before to Evelyn's cooler mind the difficulties
i lay before her presented themselves in their most appalling
t. For the time, she and her mother were not to be disturbed
s possession of their house; but she knew full well that ere long
ould have to leave it, and seek temporary hospitality till some-
definite could be settled as regards the future.

hen again did Lord Clare come forward. That was not a time, -
ote to her, at which he would in any way have intruded him-
n her notice, or drawn her attention from the grief into which
wst be planged, were it not that he thought his house at Roe-
ton might be pleasanter to her mother than London, in which
1e hoped she would consider his establishment as her own, and
ge everything for her comfort and convenience.

his was a great trial for poor Evelyn. On the one hand was
iducement of her mother’s comfort and seclusion, on the other
tronger inducement that she had no right to accept the hospi-
of 2 man whose offered hand she had three times rejected,
those love she felt she could never return. And so it was that,
the time came that she had to face the world, and exchange a
'luxury for one of hardship, she trusted to herself, and was sus-
lin her self-dependence by the thought and hope of Charlie’s

ancy.
CHAPTER XI.

* Who can tell who ne'er hath wander'd
From the land which gave him birth
What they feel who dwell in exile
On some distant spot of earth?’ JMrs. Norton.

or the first three years of his sojourn in the tropics, Charlie
rorked hard and done fairly well. His partner, Mr. Dawson,
w intelligent though somewhat over-sanguine man, whose
y and pushing disposition would perhaps have been dangerous,
} not been associated with Charlie’s steadiness and caution.
was, together they prospered. Their land was well cultivated,
aeir produce well cared for; and each year they had added to
itory which supplied cotton, rice, and sugar to a market in
. they could under-sell the established producers.

he consciousness of successful labour is always pleasant ; but
ie’s life had not been altogether happy. The sudden change
social intercourse with men of education and refinement to an
ace whose solitude was only relieved by interviews with native
oxp Sgries, Vor. V. F.8. Vor. XV, 1
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ehiefs or labourers, and an occasional month spent with his friendl:
but somewhat rough partner, had caused considerable depression i1
his mind, and he would not seldom give way to despondency of th
darkest degree. 8till, in hours of rest, when his work for the da;
was over, he would often ponder on the object for which he wa
working, and calculate how much nearer he was getting to the de
sired goal; and would look forward to the time when he ooul
return to England free and independent of such answers as that ¢
Mr. Everslie.

His condition was scarcely ennobling. Beyond the general gooc
which is done by the introduction of commerce and the development
of civilisation produced by trade, he was working no benefit o man-
kind ; he was labouring solely for himself, considering solely his own
interests. Yet even so he did not despair of some day in his owa
country being able to help in promoting the welfare of his race.
Meanwhile, the one object of satisfying Mr. Everslie, and winning
Evelyn, was sufficient to add zeal to his work, and make him over
come the discomforts and difficulties which surrounded him.

Such were his thoughts many a time when he sat alone in the
heat of the summer season.

After he had been away from England for three years, matiers
began to go wrong. A season of unusually stormy weather had gma
against his farming, and destroyed one of his ships; and an ou-
break of civil feud among the natives had let loose the ravagesof
either party on his land; and for that year, instead of considersble
gain, he had to submit to no little loss. Then some mining opers-
tions in Australia, in which he had invested capital, had turned oub
ill ; and it was a question whether farther sums should be sunkin
a concern which showed such little hopes of success. These mis-
fortunes had a double effect; they acted as a stimulus to his csu-
tion and his energy, and at the same time increased the depthof
the despondency into which he sometimes sank.

One day, after peace had been restored, and a fine summer hsd
done much to counteract the disaster of the year before, an im-
portant batch of letters arrived. Following his usual habit of oper
ing business letters first, Charlie disregarded one in the handwritis§
of his sister Edith, and opened those of a more formal character.
In one of these he found that the mines in which he had shares hsd
been discovered to be full of seams of the most valuable deseriptios
and that there was every chance of the shareholders realising oo
siderable profits. Pleased with this, he read his other busines8
gorrespondence, and then turned to Edith’s letter.

‘I am frightened,” she wrote, ¢ about aunt Em; she -has beet
ill for some time, and talks much about her time being come.
endeavour to cheer her, and have insisted on her having change
2ir; but it has not seemed to do her good, and she grumbled all the
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time, and wanted to get back home; so here we are. She tells me
to write fo yon about something which she says may distress you
much. There has been much trouble in business, and a great house
in Liverpool has broken (I don’t know what that means), and it is
feared that Mr. Everslie will lose a great deal of money by it. They
slso sy he is very unwell indeed, and that his people are afraid
sbont him. I do not know if this is true; but Mr. Deeds will en-
dasvour to find out about it before I write again.’

Charlie was much perturbed by this, and fidgeted immensely
for three days; and then.his restlessness took so increased a form,
that he determined to take advantage of & vessel which was going
io Melbourne, and make an expedition for the inspection of the lead-
mines in which he held shares, leaving orders that letters were not
% be forwarded, as he intended to return after a stay to his own
Jossesgions.

He found, however, that more had to be done in reference to the
mines than he anticipated ; the yield was enormous, and his shares
were already worth five times what he gave for them; so that, as
be had invested 40001., he could by selling realise 20,000l. He,
bowever, found that there was every reason to suppose that the
yield would not diminish, but that much required management as to
transport and working, where his cool and cautious discernment were
o much value. It thus happened that six months had elapsed be-
fore he was able to leave Melbourne and go back to Mr. Dawson.

With him he found more letters of importance. One from Lady
Enily’s solicitor, announcing the stoppage of Everslie and Rich-
mond, and the death of Mr. Everslie himself; and the other from
sunt Em, which added to his distress.

‘I am an old woman,’ she said, ¢ and feel that which tells me
Ibave not much longer to live; so this may be the last letter you
vill get from your old aunt, and when you return, she may have
pssed beyond your ken, and be seen of you no more. I was long
wdecided, dear, whether to let you go from England, but I thought
Ishould live to welcome you back psosperous by your own exertions
nther than through me; and now I am punished, for I shall not
look at you again, and I might have saved you to me these years.
For I am rich, boy; much richer than you thought, richer than even
Imyself knew till the other day. I have added year by year to my
sore, and everything that I have touched has done well; so that at
my death you may do what you will. I have left all I have to you
ad Edith. I have none so dear as you. You must take care of
ber, Charlie; she has been very, very good to me since you have
been away. She is very beautiful and very affectionate, and you
mast not let her fall into the hands of some unscrupulous man who
hay win her heart, but cannot command her respect or yours. You
st keep her from danger when I am gone. And now for yourself,
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boy; you can do what you like now: choose your own wife, and
almost your own career. Do not be in a hurry about either. If you
still feel for Miss Everslie what you did, marry her; but O, beware
of awakening, when you have tied a knot with your tongue which
you cannot undo with your teeth, to the knowledge that you have
made a mistake. Two more words. Do not put off till late in life
the consideration of subjects which you will then seem cursed for
having neglected. Religion cannot be taken up at a moment’s no-
tice. I do not want to preach, but think of these things; and in
whatever career you take up, act on the principle that what is right
is always in the end most popular and most approved ; endeavour to
look at both sides of every picture, but having chosen the better,
turn the other steadily to the wall.’

More she wrote in the same strain, with such tenderness and
affection that Charlie felt that, if her presentiment were to come
true, he would have reached his wealth by means which he wonld
gladly have avoided.

CuarTER XII.
¢ Qui bien aime tard oublie.’

" LET us pass over eighteen months, and find ourselves at Euston-
square, on the afternoon of the 24th December, in time for the
Rugby express. The general cheeriness which pervades every one
during Christmas week is evident everywhere. The porters are more
active than usual, and bustle about with the alacrity brought on by
the combined influence of the frosty weather and the hope of &

Christmas-box.

: The newsboys hawk the Merry Christmas numbers, and do s
thriving trade in ghost-stories and almanacs; the happy faces of
schoolboys going home, and girls going to a round of parties, increase
the general jollity of the sceme; and the boisterous good-humour
which prevails is eminently characteristic of English Christmas.
Among the passengers are a man of about twenty-eight and a

of about nineteen—the former bronzed and sunburnt, the latter fair
and blooming as a pearl. They both wear mourning; and over the
fine countenance of the former there often comes an anxious and
harassed look, which contrasts with the radiant happiness of the
latter.

They are Charlie Norman and his sister on their way to spend
Christmas with some friends in Northamptonshire. Charlie had
arrived in'England about a year ago, too late to find aunt Em alive,
but in time to tend Edith in the illness brought on by the anxiety
and distress caused by her death. By her will he and his sister
were put in possession of more than 100,0001. each ; and the income
derived from this, added to what he had realised by the sale of the
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share in the cotton-farm, and the dividends arising from the shares
which he still retained in the mines, made Charlie rich—far richer
than he had hoped to be, and richer than many men of larger incomes,
who are burdened with the calls incident to landed property and an
ancestral home. He had found Edith, whom he left an undeveloped
child, grown into a beautiful girl, whose charm of figure and expres-
sion when she recovered her health satisfied Charlie that poor aunt
Em’s letter had not exaggerated her praises. After she was conva-
lescent, his first act had been to make inquiries about the Everslies.
He discovered that Mrs. Everslie had been unable to withstand the
shock of her husband’s ruin and death, and had followed him to the
grave ; but of Evelyn he could find no traces. In vain he employed
the agency of Scotland-yard and all the advertisement-offices. In
vain he wrote to the Wakefields and several people who had known
ber, and sought her high and low. Heé could hear nothing of her.
His ill success worried him and made him anxious. Did she no
longer care for him ? or was it only that she doubted him ? or had
anything happened to her ? had she gone abroad, or was she dead?
As the last thought occurred again and again to him, his melancholy
and vexation increased; and he groaned at the remembrance of the
exile which had produced such ill success, and almost grumbled at
aunt Em’s decision as to his journey.

Colonel Abbot, with whom Edith and Charlie were going to stay,
was a friend of their father’s, but younger than he, who had married
rather late in life, and was now a widower with two daughters, Katie
and Vie, merty girls of the ages of ten and eight, and Edith’s special
favourites. He owned a fine old castle standing on one of the slopes
of the valley of the Neve, and commanding a fair view of a good
specimen of the dear simple English woodland scenery, which to
those that love it has a charm quite as pleasant as the finer portions
of more picturesque countries. Edith was glad to be going; for she
was to meet a great friend and see a good deal of her two little pets,
who were as devoted to her as she to them. And Charlie was pleased
t00; for he had been brooding in town over his loss of Evelyn, and
any change, especially that to the house of a man whom he respected
a3 much as Colonel Abbot, was agreeable.

When they arrived, Edith and her brother were made heartily
welcome ; and while he discussed the Tory policy with his host, she
ran off to have a chat with her two children.

Children are always eager to tell those they like everything about
themselves ; so in about ten minutes Edith had learned nearly all
that they had to tell her about what had passed since they had met.
How the poodle had hurt his leg, how the parrot had bit pussy, how
Katie's pony had been naughty and kicked, how the pigeons had had

young ones, one of which Vic had killed (like Juliet) with too much
fondling, and how they had got a new governess.
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¢Yes, and I love her so” said Vic; ¢more than you, Edie !’

¢ 0, you naughty child! Where is she ?’

€0, she has a bad headache, and is in her room, and Nancy has
taken her some arrowroot. You won't see her to-night, Edie.’

¢ No, nor to-morrow, for she is going to church—O, so early !—
to practise them singing.’

¢ Yes, and I am going to sing too,” clamoured Vic.

¢ Are you ?’ said Edith; ¢that is all right; but mayn’t I go and
see the new governess ?’

¢Ono; she said she wanted to be all alone. Sometimes she goes
and sits and cries all by herself—at least I know she cries, because I
heard her from my room, and she won’t let any one come near her.’

¢ Ah, that’s because her papa’s dead, and she wears black.’

€O no, it is not. I think she cries for some one else,’ said Katie,
who was, like most children' of her age, very observant.

¢ Who is that ?’

¢Ah! I must not tell.’

¢Well, you are a naughty girl, and I don’t love you a bit, so
there now. And now I am going to dress.’

‘0, mayn’t I come and help you dress ? You look so besutifal
when you are dressed, Edie,’ said Vic.

That night at dinner Edith mentioned the fondness which the
children had declared for their new governess.

¢ Yes,’ said Colonel Abbot, ¢ and she deserves it. She-is a most
superior woman, and I am fortunate in having secured her for my
little ones. She calls herself Miss Gouran; but that is not her real
name, I believe. Poor thing, hers is a sad story. She lost her
father and mother not long ago, and was apparently in better cir-
cumstances. She is thoroughly ladylike and ref—Good gracious,
Charlie, what is the matter?

¢ What’s her name—her name ?’

¢ Bring a napkin there. I don’t know; she never would tell me;
but when I have asked her if she was always Miss Gouran, she hss
avoided giving me a direct answer. But why my new governess
should make you upset your wine in that extraordinary way, I don't
know.’

¢ Can’t you tell me her name ?’

‘No.’

¢ Where is she now ?’

¢ Well, she has had a bad headache, the children say, and has
been upstairs all day.’

¢ Did she know I—that is Edith, was coming here to-day ?’

‘ What on earth are you driving at? Yes, I suppose s0; in fact
I believe Katie told her this morning.’

¢ Good heavens !’

In vain Colonel Abbot asked Norman what he meant by his un-
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wonted excitement, what he knew or had heard of the lady, what
had caused his questions. Charlie refused to be pumped, but was
bhardly himself all night. He fidgeted during the whole of dinner :
and when Miss Gouran did not appear in the drawing-room, and
they played a rubber, Charlie trumped the king of hearts and led the
ace, to his partner’s intense astonishment.

That night it was long before he went to bed. He sat in his
chair before the fire and thought over all that he had heard. Could
it be Evelyn who was here—actually here in the house with him ?
Had he found her at last? The governess had lost her parents,
had evidently been in better circumstances, had pleaded a headache
when she heard he was coming. All these considerations pointed
to identity. But then, on the other hand, how many governesses
were orphans, and the headache might be real. Then again, surely
she would have come to see him if it were she, and would have ans-
wered his advertisements ? And so he doubted and doubted, now
pooh-poohing the idea that he had at last found Evelyn, and now
letting Hope run riot with his reason. So he went on thinking till
the fire burned low and he was driven by the cold to bed, where his
dreams were feverish, and he kept waking with the thought that he
had found Evelyn, and that just as he was going to clasp her in his
arms, she had turned into a snowball and melted away.

As is often the case after a restless night, Norman fell into a
heavy sleep towards morning; and when he awoke, the sun was
shining high on a bright frosty Christmas day, making everything
glitter with a radiancy that harmonised well with the happiness of
the world. :

¢ Sleeping on it’ always exercises a modifying influence; and
Charlie felt much less inclined to hope than he had last night that
be should find Evelyn in Miss Gouran. However, he had not much
tme to think; for after a hasty breakfast, he started to walk to
s pretty church nearly a mile off, situated at the end of a hand-
wme avenue just outside the park. His spirits were not high, in
mite of the beauty and exhilarating effect of the weather; and he
had only responded with a sigh to Colonel Abbot’s good wishes of
the morning.

As he took his seat in the family pew, the soft notes of the
‘Benedictus’ in the Requiem suited his frame of mind ; and the
exquisite way in which the plaintive melody was played soothed his
temper, and had a quieting influence on his thoughts. As the ser-
vice proceeded, the power of the organist was more and more evi-
dent; but when, after the short simple sermon was concluded, she
burst into Gounod’s beautiful hymn, ¢ Nazareth,” and the glorious
music swelled through the whole edifice, and filled every heart with
admiration and enthusiasm, Charlie felt determined to know at once
whether the player was she whose playing had before so tended to
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change the current of his life. 'When therefore the others M “
church, he waited at the door till the congregation had gone aniiil
And then, after the clergyman had gone, and the clerk, and §
school children in a long file had wound out of the gate, came i
rustling of a black-silk dress, and & quiet form endeavounng nmbl
to slip away unobserved ; and there in the churchyard, in the brighl§
sunny daylight and beneat.h the clear blue of an unclouded lh .
Charlie and Evelyn stood face to face. B
He raised his eyes to hers—hers where the sorrow and trou
she had borne had only served to incresse the tenderness and addf
to the loving charm of their expression, and where the depth of true
feeling was evident as of old.
‘ My darling,’ he said—and his voice was hoarse and husky—
‘my own darling, have I found you at last? Why have you hiddem
yourself this long time ? why did you not tell me where you were #§
She was trembling all over, and could scarcely murmur, ‘I di
not know.’
¢ Did you not see my advertisements, then ? did you get =
of my letters ?’ :
‘None ; and I heard you had come back, and I thought perh:
you d-d-d-id not c-care for me now.’
And the joy of meeting, and knowing that her troubles,
fears, and misgivings were over, was too much for her, and
thoroughly broke down. -
Charlie managed to comfort her after a time; and tbont_
hours afterwards, when they went into the house, it wou.ld have b
difficult to say which looked the more joyous.
¢ My dear Colonel,” said Charlie, ‘I am sorry I upset your
last night ; but let me introduce you to the real culprit, Miss E
Everslie, who has promised again to be my wife; and if & didi§
return your good wishes this morning, forgive me. I now Iy
heartily your new year will be as happy as mine promises to be.*
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I don’t think I shall ever forget the feeling of tension with which
we watched the straining ropes; nor would I then for a hatfal of
assignats have repeated aloud the prayers we muttered, that the
rope might break and the iconoclasm be adjourned. When the
great giant shuddered, all save the ruffians of the Commune, sitting
in state close to where we stood, were hushed as death. The de-
stroyers laughed ; and Rochefort, without arms and in no danger,
grinned his sardonic scowl. It totters; light shines through the
base ; an instant of almost choking excitement, and the barbarism
is complete—the huge mass wavered a second, and. fell like a dead
giant. Then rushed out the true Liberals of Paris, and behaved
over that fallen image more savagely than any cannibals over the
body of a fresh missionary. Yet liberty was, as I was informed,
triumphant, and the ruffianly actors in this disgraceful orgy ¢the
trae friends of freedom.’

But this is not all. We friends of liberty had mined every
inch of ground on which the spectators stood, and it was very small
odds against the shock hoisting the Commune and all the lookers-
on with the Commune’s own petard. It would not have been sport
for us, but strict justice for the late colleagues of Favre. We were -
only prevented by want of time blowing up the Chapelle Expia-
toire, and, indeed, the rest of Paris. And this in the nineteenth
Century !

And now too, perhaps, it would not be out of place to ask why -
SOomebody—some man—has not put in an appearance in France.
¢ XEver with the hour comes the man,’ we are told. Does he ? It

Seems to me that the hour came, and through deep-rooted, long-
Zxowing treachery the hour came, and the man was betrayed—no,
will not say betrayed, it is so Parisian ; I will say ¢ thrown over.’
T‘liere does not appear to be a man of genius, civil, military, or poli-
in all France; and if the country ever again raises its anlucky
Bread out of the Republican mud and the Commune gutter—for the
ommune is not over yet in France—it will have to wait for another
&eneration, or else do as the Commune did with its army of ¢ national’
Qefence—call in the foreigners ;—not, I should suggest, the Poles,
Ay they are but poor sticks at anything but good hard fighting: that
can do, and will do, ¢for a consideration.’

Progress in Paris! It has changed front, and retreated. The
Commune having done away with such small trifles as religion,
<harity, and good-will—having declared faith a prejudice, honesty a
mistake, and virtue a delusion—having instituted burials which would
barely be the proper rites for dogs, and decreed that marriage is
entirely an affair sans cérémonie—then went in for the destruction

of works of art and historical monuments ; and with luck and about
six more months of this democratic rule, I think that the few
remaining people of Paris would have arrived at a pitch of savage
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Well, at any rate, Paris has got into a neat mess, and her chil-
dren will curse the International with great justice from generation
to generation; and I fully believe that ¢ Red’ will go out of fashion,
even for the ¢ dress of the lower orders,’ for another half century.
Nor is it any wonder. National ruins combined with personal in-
solvency are apt to make men reflect, and cause them to think that
it is perhaps as dangerous to make too much haste to be free as the

proverb says it is to hurry to grow rich. As the paterfamilias of
Paris sits under the lather of his barber’s soap, he recalls that so-
ciety, high, middle-class, and low, are alike destroyed, and that they
brought grist to his mill. Then he must think that no other grist
comes to his mill at all. Trade, he must reflect, is dead, and com-
merce in exile; English gold at twenty-three francs the sove-
reign; the easy foreigner, who came yearly to be shorn, has offered
big golden fleece to London and Vienna. He must groan over the
idea that there are no theatres, and that his antagonists at dominoes
are gone into exile, been shot by the Commune for being Thiersites,
or by General Galiffet for being Dombrowskites.

I trust we may never know the truth of these same executions.

ine & commanding officer walking down the column of prisorers
which he was escorting, and saying, ¢ That’s a bad face,” < That’s a
raffian,” ¢ There’s a Belleville man,’ and so on, and so on; and then
calling them out of the ranks, and shooting them on the spot. Pic-
ture to yourself, if you can, a commanding officer and gentleman
Saying, ¢ All men over fifty who are tired, fall out of the ranks, for
1t isalong way to Versailles.” Naturally many men were taken
Saddenly weary, many suddenly over fifty—revolutions, we know,
Age individuals—and the ¢fallers out’ were numerous. The officer
Walked down the line, and said,. All over fifty, are you ? Then you
Mgt have seen three revolutions, and there can be no excuse for
You. Shoot them all I’ And they were all shot. And on the heads
Of Jules Favre the doctrinaire and Thiers the self- and time-server,
Dot on that of the general, who did but his stern duty, is the blood
Of those ‘ men who should have known better,” again to quote the
Officer in command.
Yet another scene, and I close my Newgate Calendar of horrors.
man—a man, not a savage—sweeping out a gutter red with fresh
blood, loguitur : ¢ There ! down the drain go the brains of Amouroux’
e was mistaken in his man). ¢ You have just shot a man?’ was
Rsxked of an officer present. ¢ Yes; two—one was only wounded;
at we let him suffer a little before we finished him.” These are
facts—not dreams after supper at the House of Gold.

The 4th of September caused the Commune, and the degrada-
t:ion, moral and material, which Prussia had spared France was
nflicted on France by the Commune which Jules built. Parisians
are consequently become savages, and all society is lowered several
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degrees. Take the Press, for instance, though it is certainly alread,
better ; but still how bad and useless it is!

I cannot refraid fron sending a few lines which I had writte
before the imbeciles of Versailles had crushed the ¢contemptibl
Commune’ (Versailles language). Contemptible truly in all sense
but one. It was strong, and, moreover, has not yet left its card o
<P.D.A.,’ or taken leave of France. An official has just sgid t
me, ‘ Our news from the provinces is very disheartening.” Anothe
added, ¢ Truly, and there is no government at Versailles.” Yes, fou
and horrible as it was, the Commune was strong, and it took 80,00
men and eight days to put it down. But for want of ammunitio
and the negative aid of the Prussians, it would have taken a month
But I must return to the lately existing social degradation and wha
I had written concerning it,—I wish it was even now untrue. In th
last hours of the agony of the Commune, then, I wrote as follows :

There is & Pére Duchesne, which is so blackguard that ewe
Holywell-street would shake its head at it. It is not satirieal
political, or vicious; it is simply dirty and disgusting. Th
streets teem with caricatures so foul that they are a disgrace t
civilisation, and could not cause even the next boy in the gutte
to grin. Drunkenness staggers about in uniform, and often arme:
to the teeth. Small wine-shops are crowded. When ¢ officers am
gentlemen’ cannot pay, they take, and they usually take too much
The Federal army in the city is a sorry spectacle ; but I much fea
that the  finest army which’ (selon Thiers) ¢ France ever possessed
is not a bit better. Nor do I believe Thiers dare order them &
take Paris—that city which the old Orleanist is not going to bom
bard, though he kills a few dozen people every day to encourage th
party of order. We keep blazing away, and our consumption ¢
powder, shot, and shell will be a heavy item in the next budget ¢
France, if the fair land is ever again solvent enough to have ths
account current. But are we nearer to our salvation? Of course
if it is ever to come, we must be nearer; but I fear that at presen
it is rather a land of promise than even ¢ an inch of territory’ ¢
performance—a land bursting with bombs rather than flowing witl
milk and honey. The noise of the Montmartre guns last night di
indeed ¢ murder sleep;’ and as, weak and weary, I turned on m
feverish pillow, I sent the Commune to Hades, and the Thiers éta
to a very warm corner indeed.

We live in a strange state. Every visitor who lounges in ¢
smoke his cigar—and we have even yet several acquaintances—tell
us that we shall ¢ catch it to-night,’ or ¢ have a warm morning to
morrow.” Weeping and wailing females regale us with horrors
How nine children and two grandfathers have just been wounded b;
a shell at the Ternes ; how 10,000 savage soldiers are in the Boi
de Boulogne; how bread is failing, milk an imposgibility, and secon:
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siege rations a probability. Long lines of funerals, shelled on their
way to Montmartre, crawl by us, and every three minutes an am-
bulance carries past us its freight of dead or dying. My only relief
is to watch the mounted officers. Nemesis sits in their sdddles,
and flays them alive. The attendant knight, mounted on a cart-
horse, which he vainly attempts to steer with a watering-bridle,
usually jostles up against or passes the superior officer on whom he
is in attendance. A picket—all the men drunk, only the officer
dranker—is also & relief; and there is too a savage satisfaction in
observing how unlike & woman a Commune cantiniére can make
herself. An intoxicated trumpet or a drunken drum are also pretty
little episodes, and prevent the suffering sieged one from entirely
sinking under his weight of weariness. I cannot stand the clubs,
for there are limits to human endurance ; nor the theatres, for there
is & degree of atmosphere beyond which respiration becomes impos-
sible. It is & bore going out, for you will not be amused, and you
may be shot; it is as bad to stay at home, as you are sure to be -
dull, and may be shelled. It is no use sitting up, for you have
nothing to do or to read; and it is absurd going to bed with the
air full of projectiles. In fact, life under certain circumstances is
a social error; and these our present circumstances are of them.
"The glimmer of life and light I think I do dimly detect in the dingy
Thorizon. The spark of hope is yet left. I cannot help thinking
that we are passing through a period of trial, that we have been for
= time sentenced to trial by Radicalism, and have undergone those
Z ravaux forcés for months ; but the penalty having been so far paid,
X think that we may hope for a revision of the sentence, and so
Teturn home to a good old true-blue Toryism. It will be a curious
<shapter in the history of Europe which records that Assi, Thiers,
the International, Victor Hugo, Mégy, Blanqui, Favre, and Louis
Blanc have done more for Toryism in six months than has been
effected by the Carlton in six years, and are, in fact, the true Tories
and best Conservatives of the period.

Yes, every word was true, and it is not a week since it was
written ; and now, Consule Thiers, it is little better. The hard fact
s, that France has been ruined by Radicals, beginning with Favre
and ending with Rochefort. A few curious strangers will come and
stare at the ruins, a few restanrants will make money; but France,
and certainly Paris, no longer exist, except as stations of the Eu-
Yopean tourists’ line :—¢ Paris, 7.45 a.M.; twelve hours’ stoppage.’
And people are now finding out that Paris was an imperial creation,
and must be kept up by an empire. The ministers knew it so well,
that when asked why they did not have a plebiscite, they tore their

hair and gasped out, ¢ A plebiscite! why, that is certain imperial
restoration !’ And this I assert to be a fact. -



SIC TRANSIT GLORIA MUNDI

. *Concurritur: horse
Aut cxta mors venit, aut victoria leta.’

Hor. Sat. lib. i.

Like dewdrops sparkling on the spray,
Like an iris o’er a fountain,

Like frost-work ’neath the sun’s bright ray,
Like snow-wreaths on a mountain ;

So perish all the joys we seek,
So pleasures one by one die,

So fades the rose on beauty’s cheek :
¢ Sic transit gloria mundi !’

The vietor suddenly quails, but now
In the glow of his pride and splendour ;
And the wreath'’s still green on his haughty brow
‘When Death’s Angel cries, ¢ Surrender !’
What avail’d it whether to him there came
¢ Aut cita mors aut victoria’
On the battle-field, since the doom’s the same ?
¢ Sic transit mundi gloria I’

Alas for the hope that with boyhood dwells !
Alas for the heart that plans it !

Like a dream which the morning light dispels,
¢ Sic gloria mundi transit.’

For the end of all lovely things is quick—
By a swifter process none die—

¢ Heu, gloria mundi transit sic,
Sic transit gloria mundi !’

Like the sun that shines with undying light

On a rock no waves may shiver; .
Like the stars that bejewel the brow of night,

And gleam on a ceaseless river ;
So burns the flame of a heavenly hope,

And the storm of fate but fans it—
Which alone with the darkness of death may cope :

¢ Non ceeli gloria transit !’

CHARLES J. DUNPHIE.
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THE LOVELS OF ARDEN

BY THE AUTHOR OF ¢ LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,” ETC.

Coaprer XXIII ¢ HE's swEETEST FRIEND, OR HARDEST FOE.

R. GRANGERfell into the habit of strolling across his park, and
dropping into the garden of Mill Cottage by that little gate
8rogs which Clarissa had so often contemplated the groves and
Shadeg of her lost home. He would drop in sometimes in the gloam-
Ing, and take a cup of tea in the bright lamplit parlour, where Mr.
Itovel dawdled away life over Greek plays, Burton’s Aratomy, and
Sir Thomas Brown—a humble apartment, which seemed pleasanter
to Mr. Granger, under'the dominion of that spell which bound him
Just now, than the most luxurious of his mediseval chambers. Here
he would talk politics with Mr. Lovel, who took & mild interest in
he course of public affairs, and whose languid adherence to the Con-
Servative party served to sustain discussion with Daniel Granger,
%ho was a vigorous Liberal.

After tea the visitor generally asked for music; and Clarissa wounld
Play her favourite waltzes and mazourkas, while the two gentlemen
Went on with their conversation. There were not many points of
SYmpathy between the two, perhaps. It is doubtful whether Daniel
G!\nger had ever read a line of a Greek play since his attainment
Of manhood and independence, though he had been driven along the
Usual highway of the Classics by expensive tutors, and had a dim re-
Wembrance of early drillings in Cesar and Virgil. Burton he had
Certainly never looked into, nor any of those other English classics
Which were the delight of Marmaduke Lovel ; so the subject of books
Wag a dead letter between them. But they found enough to talk
about somehow, and really seemed to get on very tolerably together.
My, Granger was bent upon standing well with his poor neighbour ;

tud Mr. Lovel appeared by no means displeased by the rapid growth
of this acquaintance, from which he had so obstinately recoiled in
Bscoxp Sxmixs, Vor. V. F.8. Yor. XV. 'S
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It was near the close of October. The days were free from rain
or blusterous winds, but dull and gray. The leaves were falling
silently in the woods about Arden, and the whole scene wore that
aspect of subdued mournfulness which is pleasant enough to the
light of heart, but very sad to those who mourn. Clarissa Lovel
was not light-hearted. She had discovered of late that there was
something wanting in her life. The days were longer and drearier
than they used to be. Every day she awoke with a faint sense of
expectation that was like an undefined hope ; something would come
to pass, something would happen to her before the day was done, to
quicken the sluggish current of her life ; and at nightfall, when the
uneventful day had passed in its customary blankness, her heart
would grow very heavy. Her father watched her somewhat anxi-
ously at this crisis of her life, and was inwardly disturbed on per-
ceiving her depression.

She went out into the garden alone one evening after dinner, as
it was her wont to do almost every evening, leaving Mr. Lovel dozing
lnxuriously in his easy-chair by the fire—she went out alone in the
chill gray dusk, and paced the familiar walks, between borders in
which there were only pale autumnal flowers, chrysanthemums and
china asters of faint yellow and fainter purple. Even the garden
looked melancholy in this wan light, Clarissa thought. She made
the circuit of the small domain, walked up and down the path by
the mill-stream two or three times, and then went into the leafless
trchard, where gnarled old trees cast black shadows, grim and mis-
'!'lpen, upon the close-cropped grass. A week-old moon had just
Nsen, pale in the lessening twilight. The landscape had a cold

beauty ofits own ; but to-night everything seemed wan and
theerless to Clarissa.

She was near the gate leading into Arden Park, when she heard
A erackling of the dry leaves, the sound of an approaching footstep.
It wmas Mr. Granger, of course. She gave a sigh of resignation.
Another evening of the pattern which had grown so familiar to her,
'“N it seemed almost as if Mr. Granger must have been dropping
I every evening all her life. The usual talk of public matters—
the leaders in that day’s T'imes, and so on. The usual request for
Alittle music; the usual inquiries about her recent artistic studies.

was as monotonous as the lessons she had learned at Madame
Marot’s seminary.

‘Is my life to go on like that for ever 2’ she asked herself.

The step came a little nearer. Surely it was lighter and quicker
un Daniel Granger's—it had a sharp military sound ; it was like
:: step she had learned to know very well in the gardens of Hale

astle.

‘He is at Baden,’ she said to herself.

But the beating of her heart grew faster in spite of that trenquil-
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lising assurance. She heard an unaccustomed hand trying the fasten
ing of the gate, then a bolt withdrawn, the sharp light step upor——
the turf behind her, and in the next moment George Fairfax was bygmy
her side, among the weird shadows of the old orchard trees.

He tried to draw her towards him, with the air of an accepteammmi
lover.

¢ My darling !’ he said, ¢I knew I should find you here. I hawemi
a fancy that you would be here, waiting for me in the pale moormme. -
light.’

Clarissa laughed—rather an artificial little langh—but she fe Mt
the situation could only be treated lightly; and the foolish passiona= e
heart was beating so fast all the time, and the pale face might hav—e
told so much, if the light of the new-risen moon had not been diam
as yet.

¢ How long do you suppose I have been waiting at this spot for
you, Mr. Fairfax ?’ she asked lightly. ¢ For six weeks ?’

¢ Bix weeks ! Yes, it is six weeks since I saw you. It might
be six years, if I were to measure the time by my own impatience-

I have been at Nice, Clarissa, almost ever since that night we
parted.’

¢ At Nice! with Lady Laura and Lady Geraldine, I suppose. X
thought they were going to Baden.’

“They are at Baden; but I have not been with them. I lef®
England with my mother, who had a very bad attack of her chromi<
asthma earlier than usual this year, and was ordered offto the SoutI®
of France, where she is obliged to spend all her winters, poor sounal -
I went with her, and stayed till she was set up again in some mes~
sure. I was really uneasy about her; and it was a good excuse fOF
getting away from Hale.’

Clarissa murmured some conventional expression of sympatb¥ »
but that was all. .

¢ My darling,’ said George Fairfax, taking her cold hand in 135
—she tried to withdraw it, but it was powerless in that firm
¢ My darling, you know why I have come here; and you know no™
why my coming has been so long delayed. I could not write to yo@*
The Fates are against us, Clarissa, and Ido not expect much favo™*
from your father. So I feared that a letter might do us mischief
and put off everything till I could come. I said o few words #°
Laura Armstrong before I left the Castle—not telling her very muc®
but giving her a strong hint of the truth. I don’t think she’ll ¢
surprised by anything I may do; and my letters to Geraldine ha %€
all been written to prepare the way for our parting. I know sk
will be generous; and if my position with regard to her is rathex &
despicable one, I have done all I could to make the best of it.
have not made things worse by deccit or double-dealing. I should
have boldly asked for my freedom before this, but I hear such bad
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accounts of poor Geraldine, who seems to be dreadfully grieved by
her father’s loss, that I have put off all idea of any direct explana-
tion forthe present. I am notthe less resolved, however, Clarissa.’

Miss Lovel turned her face towards him for the first time, and

looked at him with a proud steady gaze. She had given her pro-
mise, and was not afraid that anything, not even his tenderest, most
passionate pleading, could ever tempt her to break it ; but she knew
more and more that she loved him—that it was his absence and
silence which had made her life so blank, that his coming was the
event she had waited and watched for day after day.

¢ Why should you break faith with Lady Geraldine ?’ she asked
calmly.

‘Why! Because my bondage has been hateful to me ever since
X came to Hale. Because there is only one woman I will have for
my wife—and her name is Clarissa Lovel !’

‘You had better keep your word, Mr. Fairfax. I was quite in
earnest in what I said to you six weeks ago. Nothing in the world
would ever induce me to have anypart in your breach of faith. Why,
even if I loved you—" her voice trembled a little here, and George
Fairfax repeated the words after her, ¢ Even if you loved me'—*1I
could never trust you. How could I hope that, after having been
80 false to her, you could be true to me ?’

‘I never pretended to love Geraldine Challoner as I love you;

never professed any passionate devotion. We were friends of long
Standing, and our marriage seemed a suitable thing ; that was all.
X swear to you, Clarissa, I never pledged myself to more than that.
4Aund it was only when I came to know you that I found myself cap-
&ble of more than that—that I made the glad discovery I had not
‘Wasted the whole of my heart upon the follies of my youth, that I
Could still love with force and fervour. It was a glad discovery, my
one, in spite of the confusion that came with it. Clarissa, for
Wity’s sake be reasonable, and don’t let any high-flown notion of
Quty mislead you in this business. Come what may, I shall never
Xuarry Lady Geraldine. All possibility of that is over. Take back
Rhose words, Clary, ¢ Even if I loved you.” Tell me that you do
Rove me—as I have hoped and dreamed—as I dared to believe some-
times at Hale, when my wedding-day was so near, that I seemed
dike some wretch bound to the wheel, for whom there is no possi-
bility of escape. That is all over now, darling. To all intents and
8 I am free. Confess that you love me.” This was said
balf tenderly, half imperiously—with the air of & conqueror accus-
tomed to easy triumphs, an air which this man’s experience had
made natural to him. ¢Come, Clarissa, think how many miles I
have travelled for the sake of this one stolen half hour. Don’t be
8o inexorable.’
He looked down at her with a smile on his face, not very much
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alarmed by her obduracy. It seemed to him only a new form o
feminine eccentricity. . Here was a woman who actually could resist
him for ten minutes at & stretch—him, George Fairfax !

‘I am very sorry you should have come so far. Iam very sorry
you should have taken so much trouble ; it is quite wasted.’

¢ Then you don’t like me, Miss Lovel,’ still half playfully—the
thing was too impossible to be spoken of in any other tone. ¢ Foi
some reason or other I am obnoxious to you. Look me full in the
face, and swear that you don’t care a straw for me.’

“I am not going to swear anything so foolish. You are no
obnoxious to me. I have no wish to forfeit your friendship ; but -
will not hear of anything more than friendship from your lips.’

¢ Why not ?’ :

¢ For many reasons. In the first place, because there would b
treason against Lady Geraldine in my listening to you.’

¢ Put that delusion out of your mind. There would be no tres
son ; all is over between Lady Geraldine and me.’

¢ There are other reasons, connected with papa.’

¢ 0, your father is against me. Yes, that is only natural. A
more reasons, Clarissa ?’

¢ One more.’

¢ What is that 2’ .

¢I cannot tell you.’

“But I insist upon being told.’

She tried her uttermost to avoid answering his questions; b=
he was persistent, and she admitted at last that she had promise
not to listen to him.

¢ To whom was the promise given ?’

¢ That is my secret.’

¢ To your father ?’

¢ That is my secret, Mr. Fairfax. You cannot extort it fror
me. And now I must go back to papa, if you please, or he will b
sending some one to look for me.’

¢And I shall be discovered in Mr. Capulet’s orchard. Te
minutes more, Clarissa, and I vanish amidst the woods of Arden
through which I came like & poacher in order to steal upon yot
unawares by that little gate. And now, my darling, since we haw
wasted almost all our time in fencing with words, let us be reason
able. Promises such as you speak of are pledges given to the winds
They cannot hold an hour against true love. Listen, Clary, listen.

And then came the pleading of a man only too well accustome:
to plead—a man this time very much in earnest : words that seemex
to Clarissa full of a strange eloquence, tones that went to her hear
of hearts. But she had given her promise, and with her that pro
mise meant something very sacred. She was firm to the last—
firm even when those thrilling tones changed from love to anger
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and till he could claim her for his wife by right of much patience
and fidelity. He had an idea that no woman, pure and true as he
believed this woman to be, could shut her heart against an honest
man’s love, if he were only patient and faithful, single-minded and
unselfish in his wooing.

George Fairfax kept his word. From the hour of that bitter
parting he made no sign of his existence to Clarissa Lovel. The
A rmstrongs were still in Germany when December came, and people
who had any claim upon Lady Laura’s hospitality lamented loudly
that there were to be no gaieties at the Castle this year. It was
the second Christmas that the family had been absent. Mr. Fairfax
was with them at Baden most likely, Clarissa thought; and she
tried to hope that it was so.

Christmas came, and Miss Lovel had to assist at Miss Granger’s
triumphs. That young lady was in full force at this time of year,
dealing out blankets of the shaggiest and most uncompromising
textures—such coverings as might have suited the requirements of a
Sturdy Highlander or & stalwart bushranger sleeping in the open air,
but seemed scarcely the pleasantest gifts for poor feeble old women
Ox asthmatic old men—and tickets representative of small donations
I kind, such as a quart of split-peas, or a packet of prepared groats,
With here and there the relief of a couple of ounces of tea. Against
Plums and cwrrants and candied peel Miss Granger set her face, as
Verging on frivolity. The poor, who are always given to extrava-
&ance, would be sure to buy these for themselves: witness the
Inountain of currants embellished with little barrows of citron and
Omrange-peel, and the moorland of plums adorned with arabesques of
Famsica ginger in the little holly-hung chandler’s shop at Arden.
Syplit-peas and groats were real benefits, which would last when the
Indigestible delights of plum-pudding were over. Happily for the
Model villagers, Mr. Granger ordered a bullock and half-a-dozen
Lans of coals to be distributed amongst them, in a large liberal way
that was peculiar to him, without consulting his daughter as to the
Propriety of the proceeding. She was very busy with the beneficent
Work of providing her special protégées with the ugliest imaginable
Winter gowns and frocks. Clarissa, who was eager to contribute
Romething to this good work, had wounded her fingers desperately
iy the manufacture of these implacable fabrics, which set her teeth
Qn edge every time she touched them. Mr. Lovel would not even
Rllow them to be in the room where he sat.

¢« If you must work at those unspeakably odious garments, Cla-
Yissa,’ he said, ¢ for pity’s sake do it out of my presence. Great hea-
vens ! what cultivator of the Ugly could have invented those loath-
some olive-greens, or that revolting mud-colour ? evidently a study
from the Thames at low water, just above Battersea-bridge. And
to think that the poor—to whom nature seems to have given &
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copyright in warts and wens and boils—should be made still mon
unattractive by such clothing as that! If you are ever rich, Clarissa
and take to benevolence, think of your landscape before you dres
your poor. Give your old women and children scarlet cloaks am
soft gray woollen petticoats, and gratify your men with an orang
neckerchief now and then, to make a patch of colour against you
russet winter background.’

There were dinner-parties at Arden Court that winter, to whiel
Mr. Lovel consented to take his daughter, obnoxious as he ha
declared all such festivities to be to him. He went always as :
concession to his host’s desires, and took care to let Daniel Grange
know that his going was an act of self-sacrifice; but he did go, am
he gave his daughter a ten-pound note, as a free-will offering, fo
the purchase of a couple of new dresses.

Clarissa wondered not a little at the distinction with which he
father and herself were treated by every one who met them at Mx
Granger’s house. She did not know that a good deal of this atten
tion was given to the future mistress of Arden Court, and that, i
the eyes of county people and Holborough gentry alike, she stoo
in that position. She did not know that her destiny was a settle
business in every one’s mind except her own ; that her aunt Olive
and the Rector, quite as much as her father, looked upon her ma
riage with Daniel Granger as inevitable. Mr. Lovel had been carefi
not to alarm his daughter by any hint of his convictions. He ws
very well satisfied with the progress of affairs. Daniel Granger ws
too securely caught for there to be any room for fear of change o
his part, and Daniel Granger's mode of carrying on the siege seeme
to Mr. Lovel an excellent one. Whatever Clarissa’s.feelings migl
have been in the beginning, she must needs succumb before sue
admirable patience, such almost sublime devotion.

Christmas passed, and the new year and all festivities belong
ing to the season, and a dreary stretch of winter remained, blea
and ungenial, enlivened only by Christmas bills, the chill prelade «
another year of struggle. Towards the end of January, Marmaduk
Lovel’s health broke down all of a sudden. He was really ill, an
very fretful in his illness. Those creditors of his became despe
rately pressing in their demands; almost every morning’s
brought him a lawyer’s letter; and, however prostrate he might fee
he was obliged to sit up for an hour or so in the day, resting hi
feverish head upon his hand, while he wrote diplomatic letters fu
the temporary pacification of impatient attorneys.

Poor Clarissa had a hard time of it in these days. Her fathe
was a difficult patient, and that ever-present terror of insolveney
and all the pains and perils attendant thereupon, tormented her b
day and kept her awake at night. Every ring at the cottage gat
set her heart beating, and conjured up the vision of some bruts
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Granger, on my daughter’s part ; but I have no fear but that Clarise
will learn to love you, in good time, as truly as you can desire to
loved.’

¢ Unless I thought that she had some affection for me, I wow
never ask her to be my wife,” said Mr. Granger.

‘Wouldn't you ?’ thought Mr. Lovel. ¢My poor Granger, 3
are farther gone than you suppose !’

‘You can give me your solemn assurance upon one point, €
Lovel ?’ said the master of Arden Court anxiously; °there is no o
else in the case ? Your daughter’s heart is quite free? It is om
a question as to whether I can win it ?’

‘ Her heart is entirely free, and as pure as a child’s. She
full of affection, poor girl, only yearning to find an outlet for i
She ought to make you a good wife, Daniel Granger. There :
nothing against her doing so.’

¢ God grant she may!' replied Mr. Granger solemnly; ¢ Go
knows how dearly I love her, and what & new thing this love is
me !’

He took heed of his future father-in-law’s counsel, and said no
thing more about his hopes to Clarissa just yet awhile. It was only
by an undefinable change in his manner—a deeper graver tender
ness in his tone—that she guessed her father must have told him
her decision.

From this day forth all clouds vanished from the domestic sky
at Mill Cottage. Mr. Lovel’s debts were paid; no more threaten:
ing letters made his breakfast-table a terror to him ; there wen
only agreeable-looking stamped documents in receipt of payment
with little apologetic notes, and entreaties for future favours.

Mr. Granger's proposals respecting a settlement were liberal
but, taking into consideration the amount of his wealth, not lavish
He offered to settle a thousand a year upon his wife—five hundre
for her own use as pin-money, five hundred as an annuity for he
father. He might as easily have given her three thousand, or st
thousand, and it was for no lack of generous inclination that
held his hand ; but he did not want to do anything that might seen
like buying his wife. Nor did Marmaduke Lovel give the faintes
hint of a desire for larger concessions from his future son-in-law
he conducted the business with the lofty air of a man above thi
consideration of figures. Five hundred a year was not much to ge
from a man in Granger’s position ; but added to his annuity of thre
hundred, it would make eight—a very decent income for & man wh
had only himself to provide for; and then of course there would b
no possibility of his ever wanting money, with such a son-in-law &
fall back upon.

Mr. Granger did not lose any time in making his daughter ac
quainted with the change that was about to befall her. He wa
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quite prepared to find her adverse to his wishes, and quite prepared
to defend his choice ; and yet, little subject as he was to any kind of
mental weakness, he did feel rather nervous as he cleared his throat
from some imaginary huskiness before addressing Miss Granger.

It was after dinner, and the father and daughter were sitting
alone in the small gothic dining-room, sheltered from possible
draughts by medizeval screens of stamped leather and brazen scroll-
work, and in a glowing atmosphere of mingled fire and lamp light,
making a pretty cabinet-picture of home life, which might have
pleased a Belgian painter.

‘I think, Sophia,” said Mr. Granger, after that preliminary
throat-scraping,—* I think, my dear, there is no occasion for me
to tell you that there is a certain friend and neighbour of yours who
is something more to me than the ordinary young ladies of your
acquaintance.’

Miss Granger seemed as if she were trying to swallow some hard
substance — & knotty little bit of the pine-apple she had just been
eating, perhaps—before she replied to this speech of her father’s.

‘I am sure, papa, I am quite at a loss to comprehend your
leaning,’ she said at last. ‘I have no near neighbour whom I can

call my friend, unless you mean Mrs. Patterly, the doctor’s wife,
"ho has taken such a warm interest in my clothing-club, and has
such & beautiful mind altogether. But you would hardly call her a
Young lady.’

‘ Patterly’s wife ! no, I should think not !’ exclaimed Mr. Gran-
ger impatiently ; ¢ I was speaking of Clarissa Lovel.’

Miss Granger drew herself up suddenly, and pinched her lips
together as if they were never to unclose again. She did open them
Devertheless, after a pause, to say in an icy tone,

‘Miss Lovel is my acquaintance, but not my friend.’
.I‘Why should she not be your friend ? She is a very charming
gul.’

‘0 yes, I have no doubt of that, papa, from your point of view ;

is to say, she is very pretty, and thinks a great deal of dress,
ud ig quite ready to flirt with any one who likes to flirt with her—
I'm gure you must haye seen that at Hale Castle—and fills her
&rap-book with portraits of engaged men: witness all those draw-
1gs of Mr. Fairfax. I have no doubt she is just the kind of person
B";]litlemen call charming ; but she is no friend of mine, and she never

be.’

‘I am sorry to hear that,” said her father sternly; °for she is
very likely to be your stepmother.’

It was a death-blow, but one that Sophia Granger had antici-
Pated for a long time.

‘You are going to marry Miss Lovel, papa—a girl two years
Jounger than I?’






THE LOVELS OF ARDEN 149

happiness to know that her father has done nothing to urge this
marrisge upon her. She gives herself to me of her own free will,
not hurried into a decision by any undue persuasion of mine, and
under no pressure from outer circumstances.’

‘I am very glad to hear it, papa. I think I should have broken
. my heart, if I had seen you the dupe of a mercenary woman.’

Mr. Granger got up from his seat with an impatient air, and

began to pace the room. His daughter had said very little, but

that little had been beyond measure irritating to him. It galled

him to think that this marriage should seem to her an astonishing

—perhaps even a prepdsterous—thing. True that the woman he

was going to marry was younger, by a year or two, than his own
dagghter. In his own mind there was so little sense of age, that he-
could scarcely understand why the union should seem discordant.

Hewas not quite fifty, an age which he had heard men call the very

Prime and meridian of life; and he felt himself younger now than he

had ever been since he first assumed the cares of manhood—first

8rew grave with the responsibilities involved in the disposal of a

8reat fortune. Was not this newly-born love, this sudden awakening
Of a heart that had slumbered so long, a renewal of youth? Mr.

Granger glanced at his own reflection in a glass over a buffet, as he:
Paced to and fro. The figure that he saw there bore no sign of age.

It was a relief to him to discover that—a thing he had never thought
of till that moment.

‘Why should she not love me ?° he asked himself. ‘Are youth-
and 3 handsome face the only high-road to a woman’s heart? I
can’t believe it. Surely constancy and devotion must count for some-
t'hlllg. Is there another man in the world who would love her as
Well g5 I? who could say, at fifty years of age, This is my first love ?’

‘I am to give up the housekeeping, of course, papa, when you
&re married,” Miss Granger said presently, with that subdued air of
Tesignation in which she had wrapped herself as in a garment since

€r father’s announcement.

‘Give up the housekeeping!’ he echoed, a little impatiently; ‘I

on't gsee the necessity for that. Clarissa’—O, how sweet it was
to him to pronounce her name, and with that delicious sense of pro-
Prietorship !— Clarissa is too young to care much for that sort of
tljing—de&ling out groceries, and keeping account-books, as you do.
¥ ery meritorious, I am sure, my dear, and no doubt useful. No, I
don't suppose you'll be interfered with, Sophy. In all essentials
Fou will still be mistress. If Clarissa is queen, you will be prime
Xminister; and you know it is the minister who really pulls the strings.
And I do hope that in time you two will get to love each other.’

‘I shall endeavour to do my duty, papa,’ Miss Granger answered
Primly. ¢ We cannot command our feelings.’

It was some feeble relief to her to learn that her grocery-baoks,

Szoonp Sxrizs, Yor. V. F.8. Vor. XV. L
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her day-books by double-entry, and all those other commerc— .=ial
volumes dear to her heart, were not to be taken away from hemm==r;
that she was still to retain the petty powers she had held as the scammmole
daughter of Daniel Granger’s house and heart. But to resign k——ier
place at the head of her father’s table, to see Clarissa courted a~ nd
caressed, to find faltering allegiance perhaps even among her moc—=lel
poor—all these things would be very bitter, and in her heart Soplmmis
Granger was angry with her father for a line of conduct which smmmshe
considered the last stage of folly. She loved him, after her o——wwm
precise well-regulated fashion—loved him as well as a creature  so
self-conscious could be expected to love; but sho could not easssily
forgive him for an act which seemed, in somre sort, a fraud up<n
herself. She had been brought up to believe herself his sole heire ==,
to look upon his second marriage as an utter impossibility. H ow
often had she heard him ridicule the notion when it was suggest-ed
to him by some jocose acquaintance! and it did seem a very hemrd
thing that she should be pushed all at once from this lofty stawrnd-
point, and levelled to the very dust. There would be a new family>,
of course; a brood of sons and daughters to divide her heritagge-
Hannah Warman had suggested as much when discussing the pxo-
bability of the marriage, with that friendly candour, and dispositio®
to look at the darkest side of the picture, which are apt to distingnish
confidantes of her class.

‘I am sure, papa,” Miss Granger whimpered by and by, not
quite able to refrain from some expression of ill-temper, ‘I heaa ¥ €
scarcely had a pleasant evening since you have known the Lovels-
You are always there, and it is very dull to be alone every night.”

¢It has been your own fault in some measure, Sophy. YOf*
nllli]ght have had Clarissa here, if you'd chosen to cultivate her friend —~
ship.’

¢ Qur inclinations are beyond our control, papa. Nothing bu
your express commands, and a sense of duty, would induce me o
select Miss Lovel for a companion. There is no sympathy between
us.’ '

¢ Why should there not be ? You cannot think her unamiable,
nor question her being highly accomplished.’

“But it is not a question of playing, or singing, or painting, or
talking foreign languages, papa. Onc selects a friend for higher
qualities than those. There is Mary Anne Patterly, for instance,
who can scarcely play the bass in a set of quadrilles, but whose
admirable gifts and Christian character have endeared her to me.
Miss Lovel is so frivolous. See how stupid and listless she seemed
that day we took her over the schools and cottages. I don’t believe
she was really interested in anything she saw. And, though she
has been at home a year and a half, she has not once offered to take
a class in either of the schools.’
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‘T daresay she sees the schools are well officered, my dear, and
doem’t like to interfere with your functions.’

‘No, papa, it is not that. She has no vocation for serious

ings. Her mind is essentially frivolous; you will discover that
for yourself by and by. I speak in perfect candour, you know, papa.
Whatever your feelings about Miss Lovel may be, I am above con-
cesling mine. I believe I know my duty; but I cannot stoop to
hypocrisy.’

‘I suppose not. But I must say, you might have taken this
business in a pleasanter spirit, Sophia. I shall expect, however,
to see you take more pains to overcome your prejudice against the
young lady I have chosen for my wife; and I shall be rather slow
to believe in your affection for myself unless it shows itself in that
manner.’

. Miss Granger covered her face with her handkerchief, and burst
into a flood of tears.
. ‘O, papa, papa, it only needed that! To think that any one’s
influence can make my father doubt my affection for him, after all
these years of duty and obedience !

Mr. Granger muttered something about ¢ duty,” which was the
very reverse of a blessing, and walked out of the room, leaving Sophia
to her tears.

CuarTER XXV,

WEDDING BELLS.

THERE was no reason why the marriage should not take place

very goon. Mr. Granger said so; Mr. Lovel agreed with him, half

tly as it were, and with the air of a man who is far from

;:ig.er to precipitate events. There was no imaginable reason for
y.

Upon this point Mr. and Mrs. Oliver were as strong as Daniel

r himself. A union in every way so propitious could not be
%0 speedily made secure. Matthew Oliver was full of demonstrative
tongratulation now when he dined at Mill Cottage.

‘Who would have guessed when I brought you home from the
#tation that morning, and we drove through the park, that you were
going to be mistress of it so soon, Clary?’ he exclaimed trinmph-
utly, <Do you remember crying when you heard the place was
%ld? Tdo, poor child; I can see your piteous face at this moment.
And now it is going to be yours again. Upon my word, Providence
bas been very good to you, Clarissa.’

Providence had been very good to her. ~They all told her the
Same story. Amongst her few friends there was not one who seemed
to suspect that this marriage might be a sacrifice; that in her heart
of hearts there might be some image brighter than Daniel Granger's.
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She found herself staring at these congratulatory friends in blank
amazement sometimes, wondering that they should all look st this
engagement of hers from the same point of view, all be so very cer-
tain of her happiness.

Had she not reason to be happy, however ? There had been &
time when she had talked and thought of her lost home almost a8
Adam and Eve may have done when yet newly expelled from' Para-
dise, with the barren world in all its strangeness before them. Was
it not something to win back this beloved dwelling-place— some-
thing to secure comfort for her father’s age—to secure an income
which might enable her to help her brother in the days to come?
Nor was the man she had promised to marry obnoxious to her. He
had done much towards winning her regard in the patient progress
of his wooing. She believed him to be a good and honourable man,
whose affection was something that & woman might be proud of hav-
ing won—a man whom it would be a bitter thing to offend. She
was clear-sighted enough to perceive his superiority to her father—
his utter truthfulness and openness of character. She did feel just
a little proud of his love. It was something to see this big strong
man, vigorous in mind as in body, reduced to so complete a bondage:
yet not undignified even in his slavery.

What was it, then, which came between her and the happines®
which that congratulatory chorus made so sure of? Only the imag®
of the man she had loved—the man she had rejected for honour 8
sake that bleak October evening, in the chilly moonlight, and who™®
she had never ceased to think of since that time. She knew th
Daniel Granger was, in all likelihood, a better and a nobler m8?
than George Fairfax; but the face that had been with her in tI®
dimly-lighted railway-carriage, the friendly voice that had cheered
her on the first night of her womanhood, were with her still.

More than once, since that wintry afternoon when Mr. Grang®"
had claimed her as his own for the first time, taking her to his bresst
with a grave and solemn tenderness, and telling her that every hoP®
and desire of his mind was centred in her, and that all his life
come would be devoted to sccuring her happiness—more than oBS®
since that day she had been tempted to tell her lover all the tnlt;b’
and that there was a memory that came between her and her de
to give Lim a fitting return for his affection; but shame kept B€
silent. She did not know how to begin her confession. On thot
afternoon she had becn strangely passive, like a creature stunned by
some great surprise; and yet, after what she had said to her fathh©™
she had expected every day that Mr. Granger would speak. i

After a good deal of discussion among third partics, and an o
deviatingly quiet urgency on the part of Mr. Granger himself, it W ’3
arranged that the wedding should take place at the end of May, 83* d
that Clarissa should see Switzerland in its brightest aspect. She b&*
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their mothers. I think, if you have a son, Granger, you ought: ®o
call him Lovel.’ .

¢I shall be proud to do so,” answered Mr. Granger. ‘I am x»©t
likely to forget that my wife is my superior in social rank.’

¢ A superiority that counts for very little when unsustained B>y
hard cash, my dear Granger,” returned Marmaduke Lovel light 1 w.
He was supremely content with the state of affairs, and had no wissh
to humiliate his son-in-law.

So the wedding was performed as simply as if Miss Lovel nend
been uniting her fortunes with those of some fledgling of the cursa e
species. There were only two bridesmaids—Miss Granger, wlno
performed the office with an unwilling heart ; and Miss Pontifex, 8
flaxen-haired young lady of high family and no particular meaxs =3,
provided for the occasion by Mrs. Oliver, at whose house she mixd
Clarissa had become acquainted. There was a breakfast, elegmmat
enough in its way—for the Holborough confectioner had been P&t
upon his mettle by Mrs. Oliver—served prettily in the cottage paax-
lour. The sun shone brightly upon Mr. Granger's espousals. T Ime
village children lined the churchyard walk, and strewed spring flow X8
upon the path of bride and bridegroom—tender vernal blossoms whi<h
scarcely harmonised with Daniel Granger’s stalwart presence mamd
fifty years. Clarissa, very pale and still, with a strange fixed l0k
on her face, came out of the little church upon her husband’s arzx= ;
and it seemed to her in that hour as if all the life before her was 1ils=e
an unknown country, hidden by dense mists and fogs—she e
thought of it so little. This day, which was to make so great #
-change in her destiny, had come upon her almost unawares.

CHAPTER XXVI.

COMING HOME.

TuE leaves were yellowing in the park and woods round Ancl <"
Court, and the long avenue began to wear a somewhat dreary 1001’
before Mr. Granger brought his young wife home. It was Octo B> "
again, and the weather bleaker and colder than one has a right
expect in October. Mr. Lovel was at Spa, recruiting his health w&
the soft air from the pine-clad hills, and leading a pleasant elderj-g;
bachelor existence at one of the best hotels in the bright lit#>
inland watering-place. The shutters were closed at Mill Cottagz ™,
and the pretty rustic dwelling was left in the care of the hon_a‘ét
housekeeper and her handmaiden, the rosy-faced parlourmaid, w2 g
dusted master's books and hung linen draperies before master”
bookcases with a pious awe.

Miss Granger had spent some part of her father's honoymoafa
in paying visits to those friends who were eager to have her, ars

who took this opportunity of showing special attention to the fallex=>
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kissed each other in a formal way, and then Mr. Granger embraced
bis daughter with some show of affection. . :

¢ How lovely the dear old place looks!' cried Clarissa, as the
one triumph and glory of her marriage came home to her mind: she
was mistress of Arden Court. ¢ Everything is so warm and bright
and cheerful, such an improvement upon foreign houses. What a
feast of fires and flowers you have prepared to welcome us, Sophia!’

She wished to say something cordial to her stepdaughter, and
she did really believe that the festive aspect of the house was Miss
Granger’s work.

< I have not interfered with the servants’ arrangements,’ that
young lady replied primly; I hope you don’t find so many exotics
oppressive in these hot rooms ? I do.’

¢ O dear, no; they are so lovely,’ answered Clarissa, bending over
" & great oval dish of white waxen-looking blossoms, ‘one can scarcely
have too many of them. Not if the perfume makes your head ache,
however ; in that case they had better be sent away at once.’

But Miss Granger protested against this with an air of meek
endurance, and the flowers were left undisturbed.

¢ Well, Sophy, what have you been-doing with yourself all this
lime?' Mr. Granger asked in a cheerful voice;  gadding about finely,
%ccording to your letters.” .

‘I spent a week with the Stapletons, and ten days with the
Trevors, and I went to Scarborough with the Chesneys, as you ex-
Pressed a wish that I should accept their invitation, papa,’ Miss
Gl'lnger replied dutifully; ¢ but I really think I am happier at home.’

‘I'm very glad to hear it, my dear, and I hope you'll find your
home pleasanter than ever now.—So you like the look of the old
Place, do you, Clary ?’ he went on, turning to his wife; ‘and you
don’t think we've quite spoilt it by our renovation ?’

‘O no, indeed. There can be no doubt as to your improvements.

yet, do you know, I was so fond of the place, that I am almost
Sorry to miss its old shabbiness—the faded curtains, and the queer
ian farniture which my great-uncle, Colonel Radnor, brought home
Om Bombay. I wonder what became of those curious old cabinets?’

‘I daresay they are still extant in some lumber-room in the
T0of, my dear. Your father took very little of the old furniture
AWay with him, and there was nothing sold. We'll explore the
Burrots gome day, and look for your Indian cabinets.—Will you

e Clarissa to her rooms, Sophy, and see what she thinks of our
Nrangements ?°

Miss Granger would gladly have delegated this office to a ser-
Yaut; but her father’s word was law ; so she led the way to a suite
°‘. Apartments which Daniel Granger had ordered to be prepared for
hig young wife, and which Clarissa had not yet been allowed to see.
They had been kept as a pleasant surprise for her coming home.









ASACUS

AN old Arcadian story. Dost thou mark,
Mine Orimella of large azure eyes,
That bird, just where a cloud makes the sea dark,
Diving beneath the waves, as if some prize
Of prey about to capture ? But lo! this
Is but his death he seeks, and the bird is
Young Asacus. It fell out in this wise.

Young Aisacus, whom Alexirhoe
Under the shadow’d springs of Ida bore
To horn'd Granicus, loved but to be free,
Hating cold shine of city and court, and wore
His youth in wilds away by distant hills,
By rivers which the rain unnoticed fills,
Yet free from love was he no whit the more.

Had he not seen ?—for naught he knew before

Of love, who rules alone the deathless powers ;
Of love, too oft a sea without a shore ;

Of love, who waxes with the waning hours ;
Of love, who laughs all remedies to scorn ;
Or woman, changing like an April morn,

Who yet like April fills the world with flowers.

Had he not seen Hesperie—her hair :
Fallen all round her and drying in the sun—

By her own stream Cebrenis, with body bare ?
Hesperie, who strove for shame to shun

His sight, and fled as doe with frighten’d eyes

From spotted pard, or as the starling flies
The hawk, and but from motion more grace won.

He from love fast follow’d her fast from fear,
Till—ah, the false sad fate which brings to pass
Things undesired, while things desired and dear
Arc in our prayers !—a snake hid in thick grass
Bit her small naked foot with bitter tooth,
And finish’d—are these gods without all ruth ?—
Finish’d thus with her flight her life, alas!
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Alas, alas! what words, what sighs avail ?

Lifeless he clasp’d her in his arms, and cried,
¢Ah! had I known, had I, my darling pale,

But dream’d such hap as this might thee betide,
I had not kill'd—for indeed I kill’d thee, sweet !
Not this swart sorry worm ; and it is meet

That I for thee should die who by me died.’

Then leapt into the sea, from a high land
Half eatel by an under roaring wave ;
But Tethys him with soft and pitying hand
Held, and a bird’s wings to him floating gave ;
A hated gift,—for he, enraged that still
Alive his ghost another form should fill,
His body again against the breakers drave.

Headlong his too light body he drave in vain,
And drives; the gods to him this lot assign,
He seeks his death always—Ilove's hungry pain
And sorrows but to death his heart incline.
By Love’s soft side some little while to stay,
Is it not safer than to run away?
This is the moral, Orimella mine !

Bxcoxp Szmzs, Vor. V. F.8. Vor. XV. “N



OLD MAJOR CURTIS

I

It was towards the close of the year 1865—that eventful year, wikm Jck:
witnessed the dying agonies of a valiant yet hopeless struggle. M "he
last gun had been fired upon Richmond, and ¢ All was quiet on #-he
Potomac.” Lee had surrendered ; Jeff Davis was a prisoner; #-he
romance of Booth and Mrs. Surratt had lost its novelty ; and notla = Tg
remained but broken limbs and self-glorification upon the one sidle,
and exhaustion and bitter hate upon the other. Washington hadl 8t
last been cleared of the ruffians who scoured its streets in all #Jhe
savage freedom of veteran lawlessness. Nothing, in short, was lefl
to tell the tale but the scar, the retribution, and the future. Amo=28
the many Southern men who had deserted the cause of their nati ~¥¢
state, and sought the protection of the North, was old Major Cur® 18
of Virginia. The Major had gone to the polls, and voted for Lincol .
with two revolvers in his belt, and a bowie-knife in each hand. e
had been a sort of Ishmael in his district. His hand was

every man, and every man's hand against him. There were few wl2°
dared to face him, as his duelling record could show how he h=ad
never missed his man ; and he strutted about in all the pride of fal-=*°
glory and bloodthirsty bravado. It was more a spirit of spite 1;1-‘1‘3“f
love for the Union which induced the Major to give up the home °1
his fathers and join the North, for at heart he was as bitter a reE>>®
as ever marched to battle; but such was his nature, and such £ i
nature of every man of his class. He belonged to one of the old€ s.
and bluest families of the F. F. V.s, and his range of tastes, as € of
hibited in his conversation, consisted in pride of family, a love 1
guns, and ideas of so-called honour. ¢My grandfather,” he wo"ld
say, pointing to the portrait of an old gentleman in a snuff-colou=" ey
suit and a port-wine face, after the school of Sir Joshua Reynol.’:i
‘Yes, sir, onc of my ancestors, sir. English blood, sir; fin e a
family in the South, sir.” Whereupon he would treat you to aple/ o
sant chapter upon the practical uses and the magnificent points p
the bowie-knife. ¢ There’s a knife, sir,” he would say, producing® ay
thing like a refined butcher’s knife. ¢ That, sir, belonged to =% “al
father—I'm proud of it.” He would then treat you to a practi€
illustration of its great efficiency and uscfulness. Concealing £
weapon under his arm, he would make a rush at an imaginary fe i
and bending on one knee, deliver the upward cut with such bean =S

e
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looking gentleman in a broad-brimmed hat entered the room, and
fixed his eye steadily on the slumbering figure. He eyed him for a
fewr minutes without uttering a word, and then walking up to the
bar, ordered some brandy. Down went the brandy; and without a
wowd of warning or introduction, he walked deliberately up to the
Mmjor, and tilted him over, chair and all. The old gentleman very
natarally awoke, and, after rubbing his eyes, wondered ¢ What in
thander wae up!’ There before him stood the unmistakable figure
of Judge Jenkins, alive and well.

‘8o you're here, are you, you darned old blower!" was the
Jadge's salutation. ‘I told you we should meet again, and here I
m-y

‘Judge,” said the Major, recovering himself, and gaining his
equilibrium, ‘you're & coward, sir! I'm unarmed, sir! but, look out,
Sir, when we meet! I skinned you before, and I'm a-goin’ to do it
agin!’

With this he strode out of the hotel, and made the best of his
vay o the house of a friend, in a torrent of rage and shame. When
he amived, the family had just sat down to luncheon, and seated at

table was a young man who stood in that relationship to the
Major known in the United States as ¢ brevet son-in-law.’ To this
Joung man he recounted the whole affair, highly coloured of course,
In  apeordance with his peculiar taste and fancy, and declared his
Imuyediate intention of attacking the Judge that afternoon. The
Soxx-in-law to be, albeit he had not that reverence for his papa which
‘ught to accompany old age, dissuaded him from such a foolish step,

ined to take part in any of his warlike threats, and had the
Sreatest difficulty in bringing him to a state of resignation for the
. oon. Next morning saw the old gentleman up betimes polish-
D gw his guns, and getting his armour into readiness. Of his son-
I -Jaw he spoke with characteristic contempt. ¢ There’s my son-
Xx - Jaw, sir; never had such a chance for distinguishing himself. I
™ & s insulted, and, would you believe it, sir, he went on quietly eat-
agr his lunch! Ah, well! he’s not a Southern man, sir. God
nlnighty made him a coward, and he can’t help it.” I must candidly

it that the son-in-law had my entirec sympathy, and, as events
t¥aamed out, showed that his head was very level indeed.

The Major was restless and uneasy all day. His proud nature
a3 roused, and vengeance black as night burned up his inmost soul.
N ut two o’clock in the afternoon he left the house, unknown to its
Xaumates, and made his way towards the scene of yesterday’s encounter.
R&chmg the hotel, he posted himself at & point commanding a view

Of all the streets leading to the spot. There he stood, looking every
‘“’{' and then up and down, and appearing to the passers-by as no-
thing more than an old gentleman waiting probably for a carriage.
He was not long held in suspense. There was no mistaking that
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satanic hate, and O !—the quintessence of cynicism. I shuddered,
and instinctively grasped the first instrument which came within my
remch. The man drew rein, and placing his hand within his breast,
drew forth what we supposed to be a pistol. To our surprise, how-
ever, he simply pulled out a pocket-flask, which with a demoniac
grim, and a mocking nod to us, he placed to his lips. Then com-
menced such a volley of abuse against the man whose corpse lay
before him, that the first impulse of the doctor and myself was to
Imock him down. We could do nothing, however. He kept behind
&t a respectful distance ; within call were his comrades; and to get
Up arow in our present defenceless condition would have been simply
nadness. ¢ There goes that vile corpse !’ he roared, taking another
pall at the flask ; ‘the most filthy piece of clay that ever trod the
eaxrth! —another pull— the vilest !’ But, fortunately for us, just at
this point his gait became very unsteady, and he nearly rolled off
his horse. Seeing the doctor place his hand in his pocket as if to
draw, and being a coward as well as a bully, he turned back and
rejoined his companions.

‘Windyside’ stood on the summit of a hill, commanding a fine
view of the beautiful mountains and valleys of the Blue Ridge. It
Was 3 long and weary pull before we gained the top. Finally, how-
8ver, we reached the house, cold, weary, hungry, and heart-sick ;
and mentally resolving, that if we got safe out of this scrape, we
should never again, so long as we lived, place a foot upon the
‘ 8acred soil.’

There being no undertaker within many miles—alas, they had
forgotten the old respect to the dead! for war is a sad destroyer of
the paraphernalia of the grave—we three gentlemen did all we could
o wrange matters. The coffin lay that night in the parlour; and,
88 s the custom in Virginia, we sat up by turns with the body.

A the long weary watches of that night we heard, mingled
With the sobs of the household, the wind whistling round the old
Omestead ; and the only things which cheered us, or took our
©Oughts away from our loneliness and desolation, were the huge
Viwyinia fireplace, and the bright logs crackling on the hearth.

V.

The morning broke bright and radiant over the distant peaks of
the Blue Ridge, and as we stepped upon the verandah, the scene pre-
Semted to our gaze was at once beautiful and attractive. Beneath
Our feet stretched a long and fertile valley, bordered in the distance

Y the undulating slopes of the mountains. Although the month was

mber, the sun shone as warmly as on a May morning, and the
Vegetation, so green and joyous, scarcely presented the appearance
of winter, We were forcibly struck with the resemblance to some





















182 TORPEDOES

tricity then descends through the wires to an electrical fuze ¢
within the cap of the torpedo, a spark immediately sprin
tween the two ends of the wires inside. The igniting con
flashes flame, and the torpedo is fired. Should occasion r¢
another continuous wire ean be attached to the battery to
torpedo without any percussion, bat in ordinary eases the
expected to strike against the floating cirenit-closer.

Another means of adapting electricity to firing torped
however, lately been devised. This is to employ the cirer
as a separate branch or stream of the electric current, and as
of ringing & ° tell-tale’ bell on shore or on board ship to gi
ing of the proximity of a vessel. An examination of the
then takes place. Should it prove to be an enemy, the 2
stream descending to the powder or gun-cotton is released,
mine is fired. Should it be a friend, no notice of course :
and the vessel passes on unbarmed. This system has gres
tages, as it precludes all possibility of the torpedo being
accident.

Difficulties will probably arise in mooring torpedoes in t
such as those of Great Britain. Robert Fulton’s plan was -
them to a large hawser, which, having its extremity made-
buoy, rose and fell with the tide. They mast, of course, &
remain in the same position with regard to the surface. D
however, ere their services are required by us in actual wa!
genuity will discover some means of overcoming these di
The greater part of those experimented on up to the pres
have been resting on the ground.
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that compromising infatuation, to which the most eminent seem to
be the victims.®

In the month of September 1819 she thus commences her
amatory strains :

‘ Three Sundays have now elapsed since James brought me
dearest Mr. Conway’s promise to write to me the very next, and
were it not for the newspaper which came on Tuesday the 24th
August—sending me to rest comfortable, though sick enough, and
under the influence of laudeanum—TI should relapse into my former
state of agonising apprehension on your account; but that little
darling autograph round the paper was written so steady, and so
completely in the old way, whenever I look at it my spirits revive,
and hope (true pulse of life) ceases to intermit, for & while at least,
and bids me be assured we soon shall meet again. I really was very
ill three or four days; but the jury of matrons who sat on my com-
Plaint acquitted the apricots which I accused, and said they (all but
two) proved an alibi. Some of the servants, who were ill too, found
out that we had, in Bessy’'s absence, got some mildewed tea that
lay in a damp closet at the last lodging. We are now removed
to a palace, a Weston palazzino, where we propose receiving Mr.
Conway.’

She could be very graphic and amusing, this old lady ; and one
of the most curious features in her letters is a sort of badinage,
assumed with great art, when she found herself growing too ardent,
and which seemed to plead delicately that she was privileged, and
Only half in earnest. That stroke of the jury of matrons’ is highly
Comic; and she rather indiscreetly alludes to ¢a superannuated beauty

or twenty years younger than myself, but sick and dropsical ;
her legs hanging over her shoes.” This, too, is artfully put, as who
8hould say, ‘ Good care and preservation do not depend on age;
for here is a professed beauty far younger, and not nearly so well
Preserved.’ She tells him also her really clever nomenclature for the
Months; which, as she asks with justice, are quite as good as Floréal
&nq Prairial :

Drrrpy, ) SNEEZY,
Autumn is - Nrery, |- To be succeeded by Winter, { WHEEZY,
l SLippY; J FREEzY;
Tiy j SHOWERY, Horry,
1 8pring returns, - Bowery, - and Summer's Porpy,
FLowegy; J (as this year) l Crorry.

The young actor, however, flagged occasionally in his devotion ;
Was often ill, and did not write; and she would appeal to him
Pathetically :

‘I feel much more immediately and sincerely interested in our

a * Of the gennineness of the following letters there can be no question. Their
p:“lenﬁcity is proved in & manner quite convineing; but their style ia even a better
Oof.
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But he got to Bath at last, and the following agitated letter
must have made the invalid smile :

‘ Half-dead Bessy—more concerned at what I feel for you than
what she feels for herself —brings this note. Mrs. Pennington left
me in real affliction ; and if she found no billet at the Elephant and
Castle directed to her from Kingsmead, will carry home a half-
broken heart. Let my maid see you, for merey’s sake. ¢ Lord,
ma’am,” said she, ¢ why, if Mr. Conway was at Birmingham, you
would send me; and now he is only three streets off.””’ (Artful
maid! Here also following the immemorial precedents; aged
Spinsters and widows, from Mrs. Wadman downwards, always ac-
cepting such comfort from their familiars.) ¢Go I wrLr,” adds Mrs.
Piosi, in large capitals; ¢if I die upon the road, rather than see
You swallowing down agony, and saying nothing but how well you
are to everybody, when I know you are wretched beyond telling !’
Instead of Bessy, James goes; and Mr. Conway was implored to
let him ¢at least see and speak to you.’

Motives of delicacy would of course account for the substitution.®

Here, in another letter, it seems as if Mr. Sterne himself was

‘I would not hurry you for the world. Take your own time,
&ngd do it your own way; or rather suffer nature to do it—that has
done g0 much for you ; more, I do think, than for any mortal man.

what a scar the surgeon, however skilful, would have made in
that beantiful neck ; while nature’s preparation, through previous
Agony, made suppurating ease come on unfelt; and the wound heals
Almost without a cicatrix, does it not ? So will it be with the
Mmind. My own hasty folly and my ** violent love outran the pauser
Teason.” Whilst I am advising my beloved patient, however, to
t_‘l’l'n the torrent of his fancy toward the past occurrences of human
@, the dear pathetic letter now in my bosom forced me on the same
Tethod this forenoon, when my heart really sunk at the thought of

h coarse conduct.’

This high-flown style is delicious; and ¢suppurating ease’ is
Lxrwe medical sentiment. Mr. Conway had been contemned by a
¥ Oung lady to whom he had paid attention, on the ground of his

erior station and birth. His patroness and admirer is furious,
:tld refurbishes some of those old weapons with which she had de-
~©xaded her Piozzi. His family was superior to hers ¢ des deux cités,
< sais ce que je dis.” She went to a party, and the image of the
“A Qonis thus attends her :
. “Who, I wonder, was that tall man I met at my last party ?
ll‘& aspect shocked and haunted me like a spectre so apparently

- * Mr. Bterne also introduced another person, when writing to ‘ my L—', and
g, it will be remembered, he * sympathised with in the dressing-room.’
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¢'Tis not & year and a quarter since dear Conway, accepting of

my portrait sent to Birmingham, said to the bringer, ¢ O, if your
lady but retains her friendship—O, if I can but keep her patronage
~I care not for the rest.” And now, when that friendship follows
you throngh sickness and through sorrow—now that her patronage
is daily rising in importance—upon a lock of hair given or refused
by une petite traitresse hangs all the happiness of my once high-
spirited and high-blooded friend. Let it not be so. Exalt thy love,
dgjected heart, and rise superior to such narrow minds. Do not,
bawever, fancy she will ever be punished in the way you mention :
0, no; she’ll wither on the thomy stem, dropping the faded and
ungathered leaves ; a china rose of no good scent or flavour, false in
dpparent sweetness, deceitful when depended on—unlike the flower
Produced in colder climates, which is sought for in old age, preserved
¢ven afier death a lasting and an elegant perfume—a medicine too,
for those whose shattered nerves require astringent remedies !’

Then she enters on a religions homily. It was preaching, she
Owned, but still it came from ‘& heart, as Mrs. Lee says, twenty-
81X years old, end, as H. L. P. feels it to be, all your own.’ She
Wwoudld ‘die to serve him;’ and sends a bottle of wine, also a par-
tridge. ¢The Courtenays all inquired for my Conway; all who
Seek favour of me, ask for you ; all but—' Which aposiopesis, of
Course, is for the benefit of the little traitresse. Her indefatigable
arts in trying ‘to propitiate him show the highest ingenuity. She,
as it were, flies up and down, driving a nail here, a nail there, into
the coffin of his affection for her rival. Yet it is easy to see her
Uneasiness, as the uneasy thought must have flashed across her at
times, that she was too old for these dalliances. Then her impulse
18 {o stifle any such association in his mind by the judicious offering
of wine, or & partridge, or, more frequently still, by taking and dis-
Posing of tickets for his benefit. The mixture of flattery—the wish
to make herself of importance, and, at the same time, give ltim the
ideq that his merits alone were the cause of the sale of the tickets
this little contention of motives can be read plainly in the follow-
Ing: ¢T was happy to see my dear friend’s handwriting, as soon as
I came home, and the tickets. I must certainly have another box
8Secured in my name, if you have no objection. You see by the en-
¢losed how they will insist on coming to what they call my places.
MS’ Welsh friends, however, have more wit. Mr. and Mrs. Lut-
¥¥che gave me two bank-notes for two tickets, and they must have

nt seats in the next loge to where I sit myself.’
. It would seem almost that he was disappointed at her so cava-
liery refusing to listen to what the mother of his beloved had to
Say, for the conversation came off later. Some of the passages are
¥orth noting as touches of human character.
This was at the end of February 1820, and this is the last of
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these curious letters. In another month the poor infatuated > 1d
lIady died, eighty-two years old.

The young actor pursued his career. It is not mentioned whe -
ther he ‘took,” as the phrase runs, anything under her will. EZe
certainly might have reasonable expectations, even as compensati«on
for the ridicule he must have endured in Bath circles. He pursn «=d
his theatrical course, but seems to have failed everywhere, or o
have left that undefined impression of neither satisfaction nor di s
satisfaction, and which is about as bad as failure. Disgusted st
this indifference, he went to America, and completed his series  of
failures out there. Too sensitive to laugh at newspaper squibs
critiques, or even to learn the art of appearing indifferent, he
into despondency, and became ¢ serious,” as it is called. This dill#-
veloped into a morbid dejection. On a voyage from New York to
Charleston it was noticed how silent and dejected he was, and the=3%,
though the weather was raw, he persisted in wearing only the lighte===—%t
summer apparel. On the 24th January 1828, when the passenge=—=rs
were going down to dinner, he told the captain ‘ he should nev====er
want dinner more,’ and presently flung himself overboard. The bow —=dy
was recovered. His effects were sold, and among them were t— —<he
curious letters which may have just excited the amusement and pimmmity
of the reader.*®

* They are published in a little pamphlet by Mr. J. Russell Smith, of Soho.



ONE SUMMER MONTH

'Y MARK HARDCASTLE, AUTHOR OF ‘ THE ARRANDEL MOTTO'

IN Two ParTs:—Part 1.

g in vain to tempt little Dick from his painting, I am
ed to having a game of battledore with myself ; in which
sed by Crannigan, who enters the schoolroom with a
:, and the modest inquiry: Do I not think there is a
n the room ?

ot remarked it, I say, hiding the battledore between my-
table, and slipping the shuttlecock into my pocket. Has

3 not the point to question,’ she returns loftily. ¢My
woor dear Mrs. Cortley’s head will suffer.’

I know the suffering of Mrs. Cortley’s head to be Cran-
illusion, and as the drawing-room, where she is sitting
ng way off, and Mrs. Cortley very deaf, I am not so
helmed by this fear as I might have been.

er you can play that childish game alone, Miss Royes,’
8, unfortunately catching sight of quiet little Dick bend-
paints. Bat without waiting for an answer, she shuts
| goes.

e battledore and shuttlecock away, and sit down beside
pil to admire and criticise his vermilion representation
Being one of my usual occupations, its interest and ex-
ar off presently.

some and play ‘I spy” in the garden.’

o't you drather sit here, Jean ?’

rather ashamed of my preference for out-of-doors, I leave
n of Dick’s grammar until to-morrow. Ten minutes
e drops his paint-brush, to stare bewildered at a queenly
iding over the faded old carpet, and declaiming touch-

e always acting, Jean,’ he says at last, in a slightly in-
¢Who is that ?’
he speech is ended I throw off the ¢character,” and

Lady Macbeth. I'll tell you lots of things about Lady
ne day, Oliver’ (I often call him Oliver, because he re-
[ Oliver Twist).

act any more. Sit here, and let me read to you.’
hrilling narrative, the hero of which is a truant, who, in
uzs, Yor. V. F.8. Vor. XV. \J






ONE SUMMER MONTH 199

n an elaborate and highly-coloured bonnet or cap, and wide feet
meased in ankle-strap shoes. She would rather not go out at all
2an have to put on boots; and sandals she calls ¢ full dress.” She
us & shadow of rheumatism always floating over her, which has
rever, within my experience, descended and settled in any particular
parter, but which is often what she calls ¢threatening,’ on which
xeasions she has a lively fear that it is going to ¢ lay her down.’
i never has done so yet ; still the fear is as lively as ever. But for
be expression of that fear, we might never guess the probable visita-
i of any malady; for if there is one thing to which Crannigan is
nore inclined than another, it is embonpoint ; and if there is one
hing to which she is more disinclined than another, it is the sys-
em of Banting.

Poor old Crannigan! I can see how valuable, or perhaps invalu-
ible, she is to Mrs. Cortley; and her indifferent superiority to me
sbat a very little drop of bitterness in my cup. She has lived here
or fity years, and has known all the seventeen children whom their
nother ¢ reared,” as she says, but who in fact all died in childhood
meept two— Dick’s mother (who was drowned with her husband
then Dick was a baby), and the eldest son, Captain Cortley, who
lied since I have lived here, and has left an only son, heir to all his
pandmother’s property, as well as his own. I want to see this son,
recanse I like his picture so much, he has such a brave, kind,
boughtful face. I never liked his father, who used to come here
tgularly four times every year, and never brought a bit of pleasure
fith him, but quite the contrary. He was a regular Beau Brummel;
ever came down-stairs until the day was middle-aged, and then
tused himself through luncheon by asking ridiculous school-room
uestions of Dick, who never used to know the answers, and so ap-
nled to me, who never used to know them either. As long as the
uld only looked his appeal, I could avoid his eye by addressing a
rely soliloquy to Crannigan, or resuscitating an interesting bishop
t Mrs. Cortley. But when despair prompted him to question me,
d Captain Cortley backed it up by inquiring whether ¢ that was
% an easy question for a boy of his age to answer?’ the ceiling
emed to come down and press on my head; everything on my
e looked uneatable. ¢If you really do not know, Dick,’ I would
y with a serene surprise, ‘I will tell you about it after dinner. I
2 too much disappointed to do so now.” And I did tell him all
out it after dinner, but not before I had secretly referred to a
lisble authority. I am afraid that if Dick had defied the interro-
fory little captain, or at any rate shaken his fist at him in our
litade, I should have loved the child all the better. There are
any very awkward things about a governess’s life. She is expected
' know such a number of little things, which don’t make her life a
% pleasanter or cheerier—cases and declensions, and latitudes snd
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“No, I don’t forget,” he said, rising slowly to kiss me. ‘How
glad you are !’ .

Glad! I should think so. My feet were never still about the
house until Dick and I had taken our seats opposite the old ladies
in the big brougham. Very unexpectedly then Mrs. Cortley bega
to speak to me; and very difficult I found it, as we drove along
(though we always drive so slowly), to hear the soft voice, which is
growing so low and subdued as her deafness increases.

¢I think you understand, Miss Royes, that this is to be a holi-
day for Dick; but I hope you will keep him under your care snd
supervision just as usual. To-morrow I expect his cousin Arthur
to join us, and he used to be very fond of leading the child into
mischief. He may still have the same inclination, though I hear
he is very much changed lately—of course since his father’s death;
and I shall not be comfortable unless I can feel sure that you are
always with Dick.’

‘I think I am always with Dick,’ I said, smiling a little.

‘I hope Arthur will not disturb my quiet household,’ resumed
Mrs. Cortley, glancing towards Crannigan, as if she were already
tired of addressing me; ‘but at any rate Miss Royes can prevert
Dick helping him. I should not like my poor little grandson, who
has nothing to depend on but his own talents, to grow up rando®
or fond of amusement.’

My conscience pricked me guiltily on the score of my own rad”
domness and fondness for amusement ; but I remembered comforting!¥
that Dick does not certainly carry either sin to excess.

‘I am sure you will forward this wish of mine, Miss Royes ?”

I, being addressed again, answered that I would try.

¢ Dick is fond of you, I observe,’ continued Mrs. Cortley in Jne*
measured tones, ‘ and I am quite satisfied that he should be so.”

This was so much more considerate a speech than I was &6
customed to—and tears seem so near one’s eyes when one's hestt
is filled with a great joy—that mine started at her few words.

‘I will try to deserve his fondness,’ I said very earnestly, € by
being patient and careful in the help I give him.’

Then she lay back in her corner, and said no more.

What a funny journey we had! Mr. Ruskin must have ov "
looked it when he said that we no longer travel, we arrive at plac«®®:
Yesterday I emphatically spent in travelling. After the long, a3
closed-in drive into Enniskillen, what a treat it seemed to find oﬂ‘;
self on board the little steamer which was to take us down Loum &
Erne, and which — as the handbills expressly stated — raled “"_he
waves! I had read this in the morning on the impregnable Enoe 38"
killen walls; yet—as we glided smoothly on in a shining ghtteriﬂf
pathway, among the small wooded islands which rose dark and ri& <
out of the silvery water (and of which, they say, the lake has o
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‘Jean, you ar'n’t so glad as you were, are you? What are you
thinking 2’

‘I fancied the mist was creeping towards us. Run in, dear.’

My room is on the ground-floor, close beside the entrance-door,
and beside mine is a little bed for Dick. It seems very funny,
but the houses are arranged so, and we cannot afford to lose a room.

Dick lies asleep now, with two fingers tight in his mouth; and
I put out my light, and move aside. the blind for a minute before I
begin to undress. The drawing-room windows are still wide open
next door, and the lamplight falls upon the grass in two bright
squares. A gentleman stands in one of these talking up; and rippling
laughter and gay words fall round him with the cheery light. Our
house is closed and quiet for the night, and a gray mist has fallen
like a heavy sleep upon the town; but many of the rooms are bright
and noisy still, and out upon the terrace steps are passing to and
fro, now sauntering or listless, now quick or light. There will be
brilliant moonlight nights before we leave. Shall I have to spend
them all shut in with Dick ?

I drop the blind, and kiss the little sleeping face repentantly.

here are some to whom there is not given the love of even one

chilq heart.

Captain Arthur is exactly like his picture, or I suppose I ought
t°. say his picture is exactly like him. Yesterday morning, when
Dick and I were wandering over the flat slippery coast of rock which
Stretches so far out to sea at low water (Dick carrying a basket of

1ghly fanciful manufacture, in which he now and then deposited a
vered treasure of the deep, for which he gropes and grovels as
any older and wiser people spend their whole days here in doing),
he gave one of his quiet little starts. <O Jean, there’s Arthur!’
But he was too shy to leave me, and the gentleman came up tous. I
f°"get exactly how he did it, but in five minutes he had made me feel
&8 if I had known him before, and as if he knew me quite well. Not
fore, since I was a little child, has any one talked to me as if they
ew me. We walked on together, planning expeditions, jumping

m rock to rock, laughing at each other’s slips, standing out on
the slimy sea-weed until the tide came bounding in and laughing at
m?, when we sprang back and laughed at it, our hands and faces wet
With spray. How full of life and beauty the sea looked! I could
ve stayed and watched it so for hours; but Captain Arthur had
COme to take us in to lunch, and so we had to leave it. Not for
long, though. In the afternoon we went to the cliffs, and sat there
the long bright hours, idly chatting and watching the waves,
Which are not ‘sad sea-waves' at all, nor provocative of sadness.
By very soon, it seemed to me, we had to leave again. ‘If I had
™My own way,’ said Captain Arthur, rising unwillingly, ‘I would dis-
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Ihixn, and so feels bound to me. But though I laugh, I shall answer
firoxm my heart at last, as I could answer from my heart this moment,
and humbly take the joy he gives me. I know how I love him,
because, though I am so weary of this life I have been living (so
doubly weary shall I be after standing on the threshold of so bright
and sweet a one!), I could turn to it again far, far more gladly than
X could bear that he should love me if it were not to be for his happi-
ness. O, I hope that is no idle speech !

Dick calls me out to see the crescent moon. I must not see it
first through the glass, he says, and there is Captain Arthur waiting.
And so we stroll on, looking now and then at the little golden cres-
cent in the heavens, and saying that before we leave we shall have
glorious moonlight nights. Dick’s little face at my side grows so
dim apd indistinet that I begin to notice how swiftly the twilight is
darkening, and take him in, while Captain Arthur paces slowly up
and down before the door. When he thinks I have been long enough,

€ taps upon the window, and asks if I am coming out again.

¢ No, not again.’ ’

I hear him hang his hat in the hall and go upstairs, and when
XL follow he has the chess-board arranged at the window, and two
Seats ready. I take one, laughing, and we begin to play. Mrs.
Corrtley is soundly asleep, Crannigan nodding unsoundly. Our two
heads are very near each other in the open window, the lamplight
and the summer twilight meeting upon them.

Captain Arthur—not having anything to say which would benefit
the public—whispers to me as we play. I—feeling the stillness of
the room within, and the quiet of the world without—answer him
(when I answer him at all) in the same tone. Crannigan turns over
a her low chair with a heavy, sleepy sigh.

‘Don’t mind whispering,’ she says resignedly, ‘ even if we were
:':leep, which we are not ; your voices are less disturbing aloud than

The words die off in an odd little gasp, which Captain Arthur
a snorelet, and we laugh softly while he determines on his
Next move. He is making it very deliberately, when a large open
CAxrisge rolls under our windows, and stops at the next door. It is
fan of young people—six or seven of them crowded in. They all
JQuxyp lightly down, and the carriage turns and leaves them standing
tl}ere, talking before they separate. I think they have been to a pic-
N, for they are all dressed gaily ; and standing there in the gloam-
ing, they look to me like a group of characters from some picturesque
‘Captain Arthur,” I say quietly, ¢how pretty Irish girls are
gellen]ly v
‘ Generally, eh ? Check.’
‘ But just look out, will you ?’
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¢ All right,” he returns, his eyes upon my king.

¢ And what do you think of them ?’

He answers, with a suppressed impatience in his lazy words,
that they look excessively like prize bouquets in a flower-show—about
the stiffest things he knows that have any claim to prettiness.

¢ Not the little girl in white,’ I say; ¢ there is nothing stiff about
her. Miss Ivin, you know, who lives next door. Does not she
look beautiful to-night ?’

*You never think of your own danger,’ he says, flashing a look
past the window straight up into my face. ¢ Check, I say.’

*You never will see her, when I ask you,’ I complain. ¢ Why
isit?

¢ Perhaps because it is you who show her to me, Jean.’

He says it very low, bending over the chess-board, and I move
at random, with burning cheeks.

There are only two bathing-machines here, and they are perched
in two crannies under the cliff a good way from the sea, and look
as if they had been tossed in by the tide one day, and had stuck
against the rock like limpets. These two machines and their am-
phibious proprietors are in great request in the early mornings;
though, for every one person who uses them, half a dozen exhibit a
lofty independence of such aids, and bathe from the little nooks and
caves along the shore. Every morning I gaze at the sea, which is
fresh and enticing, and determine that I will bathe that day; but
every morning I gaze at the machines, which are not fresh or en-
ticing, and determine that I will not bathe that day.

After the formation of that last resolve, I sit down on the cliffs
above the machines to wait with Crannigan until Biddy is ready for
her. Captain Arthur is staying with his grandmother on the sands
where her chair is fixed, and has kept Dick with him. As we sit
there, Miss Ivin passes us, running down the slippery steps in the
rock which lead to the shore. Crannigan strains her neck to look
after the little vanishing figure, and I ask inquisitively why. For
somehow this girl has a strange fascination for me—a fascination
which grows upon me every time I see her.

¢ I always feel a bit of a curiousness in her,” Crannigan answers,
‘ because of her having been engaged to Captain Arthur.’

‘What?’ The word seems to start from me by no will of mine.

‘She was, sure enough; though they were disengaged after.
Has he never told you that, then, after all the walks you've taken
together 2’

¢ Never, never.’

¢ Then it puzzles me, Miss Royes, to guess all you can have to
say to each other. But engaged they were—as I say. She’s very
rich, that little Miss Ivin ; the only child, and a mighty deal thought
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of by her relations. Pretty too, she’s called; but she looks to me
-s good deal fallen off since they quarrelled.’
¢ They quarrelled, then ?’
A cool fresh breeze touches us as it wanders in from the sea,
.but my eyes burn, and my mouth is dry and hot.
¢ Well, it was something of the kind. Captain Cortley had
. always been bent upon his son marrying a fortune; as he ought,
swrely, for his grandmother is safe to live many a year yet. A life
that’s been as important as hers isn’t likely to be cut off soon. The
poor dear gentleman, whose relic she is, lived to turn his ninetieth
year, and she’s sure to do it too. He thought, very properly, that
sny young man who's worth anything ought to court a proputty,
and he held out every introducement to his son to do it, for he had
been afraid Captain Arthur wouldn’t care about marrying money.
But he did, and fell as deep as you like in love with Miss Eunice,
and she with him too; for, bless ye, girls don’t often let all the
reciprocity be on one side. She was just as bewitehed as he was;
and Master Arthur—I mean this one’s father—was delighted about
the engagement. Well, I don’t know how it happened, but it was
all broke off; and really the suddenness of it quite laid me down,
for just at that time I was severely threatened with my rheumatism.
I've often tried to grasp the truth by asking Captain Arthur himself,
but he never vouchsaved me any sensible responses, so I left off.
If he did it—and she with all that proputty—he deserves to suffer ;
and they say it was him. Now I must go.’

‘Do you think—do you think he fell in love with her for—for
her money’s sake ?’ I ask, detaining her with my hand.

‘I expect so.’

‘Perhaps after his father's death he did not carc about the
wealth 9

‘Very likely : he’s of an indifferent character.’

¢ And so broke the engagement off 2’

‘Maybe. Come, I shall lose my machine.’

b ‘But—but does he seem to you to be as happy now as he was
then 2’

‘Just the same, as far as I can see. He never was a rioter or
& scrapegrace.’

Once more the sea is bright and sparkling, and the waves dance
in cheerily. They are laughing with me at Crannigan’s words, and
repeating, with merry sarcasm, the one which is so powerful with
her, and whose rhythm was so pleasant to the old Yorkshire farmer :
‘Proputty, proputty.’ It is not so powerful a word, after all, they
say; and I know that there is another, shorter, but far sweeter,
and far, far more powerful; a word that lies low down in my glad
heart, but which, even from there, casts a radiance over all my
world.
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He has risen now, and come close to me. My heart beats
almost aloud, but I speak with easy coolness : :
‘Please to sit down again.’ .
He slips down on the rock below me, and leans back, laughing
up into my face :
‘What an unexpected and very chilling rebuff! What do you
mean by it, Jeannie ?’
‘You shut out my view when you stand. We could not see this
Place in & more beautiful aspect, could we ?’
‘I could.’
‘It is my fixed opinion that you are never satisfied, Captain
Cortley.’
‘I hope I shall be presently,’ he says very gently. ¢Have we
not had a pleasant time here, Jean 2’
My lips begin to shake, and my eyes to fill.
‘ Yes—rather.’
‘That rather was added in pure sauciness. Do you get many
Pleasant times in your year ?
‘Yes.’ :
He looks incredulous at this, though it is said conclusively.
‘Being an angel,” he says, smiling, ¢my visits to my grand-
mother have been few and far between. I would have come often,
anq tried to make it a little cheerier for you, Jean—I would in-
deed,’ he ends very earnestly—¢ if I had known.’
¢ If you had known what ?’
A laugh breaks over his lips.
‘If I had known how very pleasant it would have been for my-
Self’
‘or
‘I shall follow you very soon, Jean, because now I shall know
that the old house holds what is dearest to me on earth.’

‘Is that Crannigan ?’ I ask composedly.

‘I think it extremely probable,” he answers in the same tone.
What do you think of my choice of a wife ?’

‘A bad one,’ I say, my face all flaming.

‘Why ?’ .

¢ She has my failing—poverty.’

‘Poverty !" he echoes. °Is that the failing of my chosen wife ?
That right, Jean ; that’s right, dear. I can give her wealth for
Poverty.’

The sparkling foam leaps round me; but it is not that which

zles my eyes. Within those golden gates beyond the sea a world

Of brilliance seems to open for me, and bewilder me with tremulous

JOy. But, while my pulses throb, I laugh a light laugh down into
€ earnest upturned face.

¢ Taike my word for it, Sammy, the poor in & loomp is bads
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While I speak, there is an answering laugh in his eyes. .
he has time to answer, a group of people pass near us, and-
silent until they turn out of sight. A little figure, straying !
the others, comes up now, sauntering leisurely, one hand
wild flowers. She does not guess our presence until she is
beside me, when suddenly a great aching look comes into the
face, and I can read the pain it bears.

Captain Arthur does not see her. His head is not raise
but turned to the sea, his hat low over his eyes, for the wa
light is dazzling. She is twenty yards away now.

¢ Captain Arthur,” I whisper, ‘a lady passed close to w
must have heard us talking. Look who it is.’

‘Heard us!" He turns in quick vexation, and with d
sudden slowness the smile that had lingered dies on his lip
looking down upon him, see his whole face blanch pitifully
the lips themselves are deathly white, and I feel very, very gl
eyes are hidden.

Nothing has happened, except that a great cloud floats
between me and the golden glory of the evening sky.

A RONDEAU

AT my last ball became I bounden thrall

To Love, and by Love’s tender hands and small
Was taken, ere my heart was well aware,
In toils of gray eyes and warm golden hair,

Which graced a woman most divinely tall.

Nay, though I see a hundred times the fall
Of hopeful corn, and hear the cuckoo ecall,
I shall see none as her I saw so fair
At my last ball!
Who fills long nights with bitterness and gall—
Have I not cause, good cause, since all things pall
Before her beauty, for sad dreams and care ?
Such sour fruit that sweet kiss from soft lips bar
For me, without one thought of harm at all,
. At my last ball!



CRICKET AT LORD’S

@ he Anidersity and School Watches

L\: Inany respects the University and Public-School Matches are to
tncket what Ascot is to racing. In other contests the play perhaps
1 better, the skill exhibited of a higher class ; but in none is the in-
lerest of at least the fairer portion of the spectators more eagerly
tentred. Many go to Lord’s as they go to Ascot, simply for the
Sake of enjoying & picnic; and as at Ascot those who are utterly
'8uorant of racing, and never even bet to the extent of a pair of
glOVes, are numerous, so at Lord’s there are hundreds who come to
See or be seen, without any ulterior object of watching the play.
A cricket match affords a splendid opportunity for a picnic. The
IDterest is not, as in a race, confined to the shortest possible limits,
@ring which the mind is raised to the highest tension and then
Suddenly let fall, to be lifted again when the next instant of excite-
Ment arrives, but is kept up in a modified form during the whole of
the game. Again, a cricket match lasts the whole day, and an op-
Portunity is given to those who are unable to spend more than an
Our or so in amusements to enjoy the summer weather and the
Saciety of their friends without running any risk of entirely missing
t which they came to see. And Lord’s has been immensely im-
Proved of late years in this respect. The addition of a grand stand
afforded a place from which ladies can look on without immediate
€ar of the elements; and the energy and tact of Mr. Fitzgerald
Ve resulted in arrangements for the accommodation of carriages
&nq of the general public which give great and just satisfaction.
Furthermore, the matches between the Universities and the
kpllblic Schools differ much from other matches in the additional
€enness which is exhibited by both players and spectators as to
a € result. No one cares much whether the Single men of England
©feat the Married, not many more are chagrined or delighted if
' Orth conquers South, or vice versi; but the partisans of the suc-
~©8sful side in Oxford and Cambridge, and Eton and Harrow, feel —
> whatever age, standing, or character they be—considerable elation
'L the victory of their School or University. And this is intensified
the case of the contemporaries of the combatants. I hope we
lick those beggars !’ is the oft-uttered sigh of many an under-
‘Taduate or schoolboy ; and a spirit of rivalry, or even, if we may
it so, a spirit of friendly hatred, is established which adds zest
? the play and excitement to the result. Those who saw the really
Onaderfal scene of last year, when victory was at the last minute
8zcoxp Serxcs, Yor. V. F.8. Vor. XV, ®
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entire safety, the lions afforded even rarer entertainment when, being
carefully snared by the well-trained beaters aforesaid, they were
brought into town to be baited in the great amphitheatre of Thibur-
sicumbur. It was a grand gala day indeed when a lion appeared in
the bill of the play, chalked on a black marble tablet inserted for the
purpose in the pedestal of the Meta Sudans—the gladiator’s lavora-
tory. They made much of a lion when they got him into the Thi-
icumburian arena. First, by mechanical appliances, his tail

vas twisted and his whiskers were pulled till he roared so terribly,
that every little virgin present hid her head under the peplum of the
matron her mamma in affright, delighted meanwhile at the porten-
tous sound. Leo had been carefully kept without food for three
days and nights prior to his appearance on the stage, to make
him fiercer ; and being encompassed with toils of strong network to
keep him from doing mischief yet awhile, chariots full of raw shin-
bone of beef, and wheelbarrows containing live antelopes and gazelles,
Were slowly driven past him, slaves carefully sprinkling his nose
meanwhile through the network with Scotch snuff and the strongest
cayenne pepper. I should mention that crackers had been affixed
to his tail, and quantities of squibs inserted into his mane; and these
being kindled when the network was removed, the noble beast would
begin to bound and hop and turn summersaulis about the arena in
2 manner that was as good as a play, and a good deal better than
tl}ﬁ plays which are produced in these degenerate days in the ninety-
Mine-and-a-half theatres of London. The fireworks having burnt
themselves out, the band of the Grenadier Guards—1I beg pardon, of
the Tenth Legion—by kind permission of the commanding officer,
and under the direction of Mr. Dan Godfrey, would strike up the
Celebrated march, composed by Jugurtha under the pressure of short
COmmons in the Mamertine prisons of Rome. There is nothing
e semi-starvation as an incentive to the composition of beauti-
fal melodies. Didn’t Crouch sell ¢ Kathleen Mavourneen’ for a
qve-ponnd note? Music was followed by la mangeaille, and the
lion Junched on half-a-hundredweight of anchovy toast and a bucket
Of Worcestershire sauce. By this time, the blaze of a noontide
Sun aiding and abetting, and water being judiciously denied him,
the lion had reached the very primest fighting condition. One little
8 ditional touch—the master touch—was given to bring his fury to
the full. He was permitted—by which I mean that he was punched
inag poked with spears and javelins—to peep through a grating into
L small circular courtyard in which grew a large mistletoe-tree,
Axaq there he would behold a gay young lion of his acquaintance
P& ying the Christmas compliment to his own affianced bride—to the
8% eet lioness whom he had wooed and won with rare presents of
@shly-killed buffalo, of which he was always careful to craunch the
mes for her, so that she would get the marrow out gently. A
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besast may do his worst. I've got my speech by heart, and if I am
eaten, I shall at least be heard. I wouldn’t in the least mind dying
to three rounds of applause ; only, the deuce is in it that I couldn’t
comne on if I was called for.’

The manager advanced to the front of his own particular private
box—he was not, you may be sure, so great a fool as to trust himself
in the arena, where as yet the eminent tragedian had it all to himself
—and harangued the crowded assemblage in a neat speech. Would
any lion-hearted member of the noble and distinguished Proconsular
African public undertake to tackle the lion ? There was a dead
silence, which lasted for at least five minutes; when Domina Fulvia,
nsing in all the majesty of her beauty, flung her jewelled glove
into the arena. Quick as lightning young C. Irvingius Claytonius
Hariug Bancroftius—a patrician, who had long been enamoured of
the Domina, and had been most scornfully treated by her—arose,
threw off his knightly mantle, unsheathed his sword, and leapt into
the arena. The tussle, as you may imagine, was awful ; but in less
than five minutes C. I. C. H. Bancroftius returned, and with a look
of gloomy triumph laid the dissevered and gory head of the lion at
the feet of Domina Fulvia.

And did she reward him for his unparalleled devotion ? Did
Domina Fulvia marry him ? Ay, there’s the rub. How do we know
Who married and who remained single in Proconsular Africa so many
tenturies ago? There is, indeed, a legend to the effect that the

Young patrician, after showing the haughty lady how much he could
Yenture for love of her, gave her a sound scolding for her cruelty
angd heartlessness, and in indignant disdain bade her adieu for ever.
Axother story—on which Mr. Robert Browning has written a beau-
tifual poem—tells us that C. I. C. H. Bancroftius boxed Domina
Fulvia’s ears soundly with the very glove which she had flung into
the arena. I sincerely hope that he was not guilty of so shocking
& breach of good manners, but that the couple were really married,
and that the bride was never haughty or naughty any more.



THEN AND NOW

SHE stood at the threshold at evening,
She was clad in her bridal dress;

She knew he was ready to greet her,
And she long’d for his fond caress.

"Twas the robe she should wear on the morrow,
And she wanted her love to see
How fair was his chosen flower,
. How beauteous his darling could be.

And Hope with her glittering finger
Bade her look to the life before,

And she smiled in the mirth of her spirit
As she stood at the study-door.

Years pass’d, three short years of gladness,
And the stream of her young life flow’d

Like the stream of a laughing rivulet
‘When the sunshine knows no cloud.

And again doth she stand on the threshold
‘Where she stood on that happy night ;
But her eyes are no longer laughing,
Her dress is no longer white.

And the sorrow that plays o’er her features
Is as dark as the robe she wears,

And a wreath of undying flowers
To lay on the dead she bears.

For he never again shall greet her,

He shall rise to receive her no more ;
The voice which she loved is silent

As she waits at the study-door.

Then her step was so firm and eager,
It is now so subdued and slow ;

Then *twas he who had stoop’d to kiss her,
She must kneel to kiss him nouw.

But e’en 80, with consoling finger,
Hope points to the life above,

‘Where beyond the dark night of sorrow
Is the dawn of eternal love.

EDMUND COURTENAY.



IN GREAT WATERS

'RE were two of them—Jeanne and Marie, sisters—both pretty
i, but one with a tender spiritual grace that went straight home
he heart before the colder bloom of the other. This sweeter,
e bewitching of the two was Marie. They were mere peasants,
daughters of Jean Holbert, a storm-beaten old fisherman, who
1on the outskirts of Nercy, a small sea-coast town in Normandy.
mne was the elder, a slim dark-eyed girl of two-and-twenty.
ie was pale, with soft hazel eyes and chestnut hair, and only
eighteen. They were very fond of each other ; and worked to-
ter at lace-making, which they had been taught by the kind -sis-
-of a convent, whose sugar-loaf-shaped towers rose in the back-
nd of the little town. The house had been a nobleman’s chateau
3, had been a good deal knocked about during the first Revolu-
, and had rather a shabby dilapidated air; but was a pleasant
ure of the homely scene for all that. The sisters had taught
le girls a good deal besides lace-making. They could read and
# well, and were altogether in advance of the peasant class.

It would have been strange if between two pretty girls there
not been at least one lover. There was: a neighbour’s son,
Henri Latouche, the eldest of a numerous hard-working family,
il broad-shouldered fellow of eight-and-twenty, with frank blue
5, and a pleasant smile; a man who lived by the same perilous
le as that of Jean Holbert, reaping the doubtful harvest of the sea.
: sisters had many a mournful day and evening, when those two
® out upon the wide waters, and the driving rain and wind beat
inst the narrow panes of their window. A hard life, and a haz-
s one, and a trade that brought in so little—just enough to
ain existence in the simple household.

Poor as they were, however, there was nothing sordid or miser-
tin their poverty. The two girls were capital managers. The
t mother, a good hard-working soul, who now slept the sleep of
righteous in the quiet little cemetery just outside the town, had
tht them all the useful domestic arts. They were bright indus-
us young creatures ; and the poor little weather-beaten cottage
a very model and pink of cleanliness. The low-roofed common
u, half kitchen, half parlour, shone and sparkled with its few
18es and coppers, its modest show of crockery, set out in a clumsy
8 capboard in one corner, its gay-looking chintz window-curtain,
comfortable arm-chair, where the dear old father sat on those
Py nights when he was not out at sea.

dxcowp Sxrres, Vov. V. F.8. Vor. XV. Q
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gomne for ever. It was not that they had quarrelled; no angry word
had ever passed between them ; but there was a change, and Jeanne
Holbert felt it.

He would scarcely come to-night, she said to herself, as she laid
aside her work. It was growing late. She went to the open door,
and looked down the road. No, there was no sign of Henri.

There was a faint yellow light still lingering low in the west,
and high up in the clear blue sky a few stars glimmering—a lovely
night, with a perfect calm that went to one’s heart somehow and
saddened it. Jeanne felt this as she stood at the cottage-door
watching. -

She was not watching for the chance of Henri’s coming now, but
for her sister, who was sure to return presently. She came round
the bend in the road in a few minutes—not alone. How well Jeanne
knew the tall broad-shouldered figure by her side !

Her heart beat a little faster—she was scarcely conscious of it

erself; but of late, since that widening of the distance between
them, his coming had always moved her thus.

They were quite silent as they came towards the cottage-door.

ere was none of the accustomed talk or laughter ; and Marie was
Very pale. Henri would not come in; he could not wait to see Jean
H.Olbert; he only stopped to shake hands with Jeanne, and then
Wished the two girls good-night, and strode away.

Marie sat down upon a chair near the door, and took off her little
shaw], and began to fold it with extreme precision. The evening

ht shone full upon her pretty delicate face. There was something
the matter—Jeanne could see that.

¢ Mademoiselle Renée was so kind—so kind,’ the girl said in a
Quick nervous way; ‘and she likes the lace very much. We are

make some more of the same pattern—half a dozen yards. And
I saw the gentleman Mademoiselle is to marry—such a handsome
Man! They will be a fine couple, won’t they, Jeanne ?’

‘Yes, I suppose 80,” Jeanne answered absently. ‘I thought
You were going to the chateau alone, Marie. How came Henri to

with you 2’ )

Marie bent over the shawl, which she had been folding and
Smoothing out all this time. It was only a little bit of a shawl to
Tequire so much folding.

‘ Well, you see, Jeanne, I was talking of going to the chateau
When Henri was here last night ; and as he had nothing to do this
©Vening, there he was on the road, just beyond here, waiting to walk
With me. He said it was rather a lonely way, and I oughtn’t to go
by myself.’

‘He was very kind,’ Jeanne answered, in a voice that sounded
cold and strange to her sister; ‘but I don’t think that I am very

Careless about your safety, or that I would let you go if there was
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and all the pleasant noise and bustle of the start. The last glimpse
she had of them showed her the lovers sitting side by side, Made-
moiselle talking, and Hector de Lutrin bending down to listen, the
boat tossing gaily over the waves. Her own life, and all her own
surroundings, seemed odious to her as she went home.

The two girls kept close at their work all the morning. The
timne for the marriage was drawing near, and there was still a good
dealto be done. They did not talk much. Marie had grown strangely
silent of late, and Jeanne was too busy for conversation. They
worked on steadily till noon, and after they had eaten their frugal
dinner they began again. It was nearly four o’clock, when the wind
rose suddenly and shook the cottage window with sharp gusts that
made the two girls look up from their work.

Jeanne’s face was very grave.

‘Do you know what quarter the wind is in to-day, Marie ?’ she
asked anxiously.

‘No, indeed ; yes, I remember Henri spoke of it this morning.
It isin the south-west.’

‘Great Heaven! I have heard my father say that it is a dan-
gerxous quarter for sailing from the grotto. The south-west wind

blows full upon shore. Ihave heard him say that he has stood upon
the hill yonder on a stormy day, and seen the boats driven in upon
the shingle.’ .

Marie grew very pale; but it was not of Henri Latouche she
Was thinking. It was of that other one who was in the same peril.
... ‘How pale thou art, all in a moment !’ said her sister tenderly.

There may be no cause for fear, little one. It is not every wind

hat brings a wreck ; and thou knowest thy lover is a good sailor
And s strong swimmer. There is little fear for him.’
‘Perhaps not; but for the other—for the other !’

The work dropped from her lap, and she opened the little win-

Ovw and looked out. Jeanne stooped to pick up the delicate linen

A&ng cambric : Jeanne could always think of everything. The dust

W ag blowing in great clouds along the road, the poplars were sway-

l':fg to and fro. A man passed whom Marie knew, and she asked

Bim what he thought of the weather.

¢ An ugly afternoon,’ he said. ¢ Is the old father out ?’

‘ Yes, he has gone fishing.’

‘I can’t say I like the look of the weather ; but God is good,

emoiselle, and your father has been out in many a storm.’

Marie turned to her sister. ‘Let us go down to the quay,

Feune. The Marie Antoinette may have come back, and the good
T ther too. Come, Jeanne; we shall hear something at least.’
Jeanne put away the work as neatly as if her mind had been
Quite at ease. Marie stood at the window watching those swaying
POplars, and thinking—not of her father, though she loved him desrly
8zcowp Bxnixs, Vor. V. F.S. Vor. XV. n
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The church was always open. It was a grand old building,
almost large emough for a cathedral, with curious models of ships
hanging in the side aisles, presented by pious seamen who had es-
caped great perils; with little chapels here and there, where the
shrines were of & somewhat faded splendour ; here and there a noble
old monument sorely defaced by time and the iconoclasts, like the
carved oaken doors, upon which maimed and noseless saints and
angels testified to the malice of the destroyers.

Jean Holbert's daughters went into the church, Marie following
her sister almost mechanically. It was growing dark in those sha-
dowy aisles, where a lamp before an altar twinkled faintly here and
there, or a little group of lighted candles cast feeble rays upon the
pevement. They went into one of the side aisles, and knelt down
topray; one with a calm and holy earnestness, the other with a
desperate, half-despairing intensity.

‘0 Lord, save him, spare his life, though I may never see his
face again,’ she prayed.

She made the same supplication over and over again, and then
repeated her litanies in a mechanical way, her mind always with the
boat, and that one who was in peril. The image of Henri Latouche
Dever arose before her. She had no power to think of anything but
that one person.

They remained in the church for more than an hour, and then
went back to the quay. It was now seven o’clock, and almost dark,
but there were no tidings of the Marie Antoinette. They waited
and waited, listening to the talk of the seafaring men who still loi-
tered about the landing-stairs. It was not by any means hopeful
takk for them to hear. One man, who knew them very well, tried
{o give them a little hope, but it was evident that his own ideas
about the Marie Antoinette were not sanguine.

The girls lingered until the church-clock struck eight, and then
Jeanne insisted upon going home. Marie had been shivering all
the time. It was worse than useless waiting there. She submitted
o her sister’s will, too helpless for resistance, and they walked slowly
Jhameward.

Half way towards the house Jeanne gave a great scream.

‘Look, Marie!” she cried hysterically. ¢Thank God, thank
God! be is safe !’

Bhe pointed to a figure advancing towards them—the stalwart
woad-ghouldered figure of the young fisherman. It was indeed
Henri Latouche. He was close to them by this time ; he stretched
out his arms to clasp Marie to his breast.

‘ My darling !’ he cried tenderly, ‘I never thought to see thy

; Bhe held him off with extended hands, and an awful look in her
ace,
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more or less disposed to revert to the original characteristics of their
species. Sometimes these so-called varieties may be perpetuated by
seed, but more often by offshoots, grafts, or cuttings. Occasionally
the varieties of ferns present but small divergencies of appearance
from the parent stock; but in other cases the most curious and beau-
tiful plants result, while in others the abnormal growth acquires the
dimensions and aspect of a monstrosity. But here, again, comes in
the operation of taste; and what is a monstrosity, is a question to
which every fern-amateur gives a different answer.

Those who have only seen the common crisped and curled varie-
ties of hart’s-tongue and polypody, or who have not studied the re-
cent enormous development of varieties, will be somewhat amazed
to learn that more than 2450 varieties of our forty-four British ferns
have been catalogued and named. There are five hundred varieties
of the lady fern alone, while its male namesake possesses only one
hundred and fifty. The common hart's-tongue, however, with its
broad fronds of glossy green, numbers more than five hundred vari-
ations. Here, then, is work enough for the most ardent pteridologist,
to be able to distinguish and propagate these endless varietics. And
the task is itself an endless one, there being no apparent limits to the
freaks of fern variation with which Nature may in the fature indulge

her fancies. Besides practical acquaintance too with these, it is

obvious that they fringe a battle-field of enormous extent, where the

doughtiest of literary knights may long contend with pen and ink

for and against the modern philosophical theories of variation and

development. In no province of Nature, indeed, may these problems
€ more conveniently studied.

It is time that we look a little closer into these numerous fern

Varieties. On first glancing down a catalogue of them, or, still
tter, surveying them in all their elegance and grace on a fernery,
We observe that their commonest characters of demarcation are ex-
Pressed by such terms as incised, crested, multifid, digitate, lobed,
Pluamed, branchy, &c., which commend themselves at a look to a
tanical eye. Of course it is the highest excellence of nomencla-
to be able to stamp the divergence of a variety by an aptly-
chosen name, as in these cases. But ecre long two distinct classes
of variation would disclose themselves in such a survey, on each of
Which, as pointing the two main roads in which the study of ferns
1S at present advancing, it is worth while making a few remarks.
ese two divisions are, respectively, the variegated and the proli-
€rous varieties.

What is the cause of variegation in plants, is one of the most
abstruge problems which the botanist can propose to himself. It ap-
Pearg to proceed from the concurrence of many conditions connected
with light, soil, dampness, space for expansion of rootlets, and nutri-
Ment, Yet the Chinese have for centuries been able to surpass our
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rms ¢ the queen of ferns,” was found by a lady of Torquay,
he many amateurs who abound amongst the ferny combes of

The lady fern and common bracken are beautiful objects
wsselled, and this variety of both is far from being unusual.
vering search for varieties in their native localities is sure to
1ately successful ; it is only the great rarities which ¢ have
ret of fern seed,’ the capacity of seemingly rendering them-
avisible when hunted for. As a final recommendation of the
{ fern varieties, it may be added, that, excessive and pedantic
ieparation of such a multitude of varieties by the most trifling
ities may appear to the non-botanical reader, their study, and
ity to discriminate them, is a rare school for man’s faculties
vation, comparison, and judgment. Botany has often been
as being a barren science—a mere knowledge of names and
There was some colour for the reproach when it was studied
1e artificial system of Linnseus. Bat if pursued, as has been
out, by careful observation of natural affinities, and especi-
egarded in its higher bearings upon questions which at pre-
7ide the scientific world, few will deny that it is capable of
sed as a powerful agent in education. To every branch of it
erns are certainly no exception—applies Cicero’s celebrated eu-
iberal studies more than to any other of the natural sciences.
des us with an occupation and a delight at every stage of
- home, out of doors, in the country, in foreign lands, its
and its interests are ever by our side.

M. G. WATKINS, M.A.



PARSONS AND DOCTORS WANTED

Parsoxs and doctors, in one shape or another, have been necessS8IY
factors in Life’s history almost since the creation of man. In the
wondrous days of old the priest was the doctor, and the doctor the
priest ; while even down to comparatively recent times the cure ©
soul and body was most frequently to be found, self-imposed, in OB
and the same individual ; and at the present day, amongst wild ©Of
savage races, the functions appertaining to spiritual and bodily mixa18-
tration are, as a rule, centred in some man of a superior type of
mind, or at least of cunning, to that possessed by his fellows. In
remote years, too, the priest-doctor was placed in his office more Y
the mastery of his intellect than by the choice of his weaker-mindled
countrymen, while now in all civilised nations there is an actA Ve
competition for each office separately; and instead of a man bed ™28
chosen for excellent qualities of head, heart, or hand, his pa.l'el'-‘lt's
usually train him for the life, and make him parson or doctor #8
family influence, feclings, and circumstances may deem to be for t-!’e
best. Thus these dutics, in ancient times almost equal in the soe=2
scale to those filled by kings, have sunk to be mere bread- or mon eS"l
gaining positions, and as such are subject to the laws of sale al:"“
exchange, traffic and barter, as are all other businesses that bri **°
man under the primeval curse of earning his bread with the sw «=%
of his brow.

And this brings us to the subject of the present pnper—‘?be,
¢ Parsons and Doctors wanted,” and advertised for, in those deservea'] .‘t
high-class journals the Bulwarl and the Knife. Let us, then, &’—;
take any issue of the Buliwarlk published in this year of grace 187 1,1
and present our readers with a few real advertisements, all tale— en
from onc number, but with names and places so altered that
identity may be destroyed. =<

A gaol-chaplain advertises for some one to relieve him for = ’-‘d
months of his duties in a prison where there are about one hundr— ih
and fifty persons confined, and for the service offers a ¢ stipend, wie— " »
cquivalents’ (whatever they may be), ¢ at the rate of 10L. per mont&:_
The incoming tenant must not have a large family, and will be —-C
quired to attend to ¢ daily matins.” Very light duties altogether, ™ 4
should imagine, and not comparable with the work to be demand%e
from the acceptors of the two following: ¢ Wanted a second cura—
in an east-end London parish. Large and poor population. Mu =
school-work.  Stipend, 120l. A title might be given. Addres==> =
&e.” ¢ Hard work amongst 8000 in the centre of Tradeopolis . . ’

—=h
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‘W eekly celebration. Daily evening prayer and lecture. Stipend,
1000’ Arduous places these for any poor scholars in orders, and
especially the last—fancy 365 lectures for 1001., or little more than
5s. a-piece, with the rest of the work apparently unpaid for! Again:
¢ T'wo curates wanted for Irontown. Stipend, with title, 100l.’
Not very desirable unless the gentlemen be unmarried, young, good-
looking, and likely to pick up with some wealthy ironmasters’ daugh-
ters as royal roads to fortune. Another curate is wanted, ¢ for a
large parish in a manufacturing town. A good extempore preacher,
possessing a strong voice, and fond of parochial visitation. Stipend,
180l., probably much more. Address, with references and testi-
monials, &c.” The words italicised, in this as in other advertise-
ments quoted, are ours, and we should be glad to know what they
mean. Is the incomer to have much more on a carefully graduated
scale of ¢ brands snatched from the burning’ ? or is it to depend on
the excellence of the character he brings from his last place ? or on
the strength of his voice? or how? Next we have an application -
from a reverend gentleman evidently of a cautious turn of mind :
‘ Temporary help is urgently needed in an agricultural parish of
2000. Daily service (choral); weekly celebration. Address, &e.’
He wants help urgently, he has a large parish with plenty of work,
and yet, to all appearances, has no intention of paying for it when
Performed.

A west-country rector advertises for ¢ a married curate who is
Mugica]l. Daily service, weekly communion. Stipend, 1201., with
Sl house and garden.” A pleasant home, we warrant, for an easy-
80ing tenor curate, with a cheerful wife, and a taste for mild clerical

(h&sipa.t.ion in the shape of winter penny-readings. There is a cer-
Q1 air of comfort about the following that, we venture to say, drew

< 2ore answers than any other advertisement in the issue before us :
Curate, priest or deacon, wanted for a country parish of 400,
tllirty miles from London. Rector resident. Railway station. Pretty
bachelor cottage, might be enlarged. Situation very healthy and
Lanvenient. Stipend, good to a desirable candidate. Apply, &e.’
‘Vhat visions of graceful holy happiness that ¢ bachelor cottage, which
2%2ight be enlarged’ under certain contingencies, would conjure up in
he mind of a hard-worked London parson, pining for fresh air and
Lreedom from the squalid poverty of fetid courts, wherein his labour
les ! or what joy to your clever young university spark, just out of
ks terms, to drop at first starting into the ¢ bachclor cottage,’ play
©roquet, and flirt till it required to be enlarged, and all the time to
e within thirty railway miles of London, its pleasures and its temp-
Rations, with the glorious feeling of self-satisfaction at being able to
<ncounter them and come off scatheless! Depend upon it, that ‘resi-
«<Jent rector’ has a good binn of choice old port, and knows how to
Antroduce a moderate bottle of it after a recherché little dinner. The
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ress first, religion afterwards; ¢must keep the books accu-
' ¢ gobriety, gentlemanly conduct, and business habits must
ified to;’ and so forth.
ipensers and assistants wanting places do not advertise so
. yet we have quite sufficient ¢ wants’ in the issue before us
. an opinion of the class. Here is an average sample: ¢ An
nced assistant (80), of suitable address and quiet gentle-
habits, is open to an engagement to visit, dispense, and
midwifery. Can keep the books. A good accoucheur; first-
sferences for soBRIETY and general character. Address, &c.’
ity,” indeed, is prominently mentioned in nearly all the ad-
nents for assistants, and the contrary—a fact that painfully
3 us that the old-fashioned medical-student habits have not
¢ died out from amongst us. An objection to midwifery may
distinctly discovered, as thus: ¢an occasional case of mid-
not objected to.” ¢ Visiting objected to;’ ¢ willing to attend
)ry cases on an emergency ;' and so on, seem to indicate to
in this branch of the profession at least there is a decided
luable opening for lady practitioners. One item we do not
can attend an ordinary case of midwifery.” In that there is
For suppose one of these young assistants is only suffi-
tanght to be able to handle an ¢ ordinary’ case, what will
if he goes to a place ten miles off and finds that the confine-
3, or promises to be, a difficult or dangerous one? He has
1e to report to his employer; he must deal with the matter
, and the consequent risk to mother and child may be even
1. This is a very serious point, and we would gladly see a
. stand made against accoucheurs who are not masters of what
rofess. An assistant’s life cannot be & very pleasant one;
far as we can judge, the remuneration is not nearly so good
of an ordinary mechanic.
» omnipresent agent is of course in his usual force in the
8 of the Knife—with practices, partnerships, premises, specu-
nvestments, loca tenentes, and every particular thing con-
with the whole profession on his books,” and only waiting
ations’ to make the fortunes of his clients on both sides of
argain. He tells you if you must be married, or if & happy
r will do for any special vacancy ; he invariably has a good
r two where there is no opposition;’ he can let you have
lel farm,’ as well as patients, to try your curative powers on;
introduce you to the widow of a deceased doctor, who will
ce you, in turn, to his practice, or to his position in her
old, perhaps, if you are matrimonially inclined ; he will make
er & practicc which a man is leaving ¢ for most satisfactory
i," and will not object to—nay, will court—the fullest inquiry ;
| put you in a place where you can make & fortune if you
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THE LOVELS OF ARDEN

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘ LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,’ ETC.

CHarTER XXVIIL IN THE SEASON.

N the spring Mr. Granger took his wife and daughter to London,
where they spent a couple of months in Clarges-street, and
Saw 3 good deal of society in what may be called the upper range
?f middle-class life—rich merchants and successful professional men.
h"ing in fine houses at the West-end, enlivened with a sprinkling
from the ranks of the baronetage and lesser nobility. In this circle
My, Granger occupied rather a lofty standing, as the owner of one
OF the finest estates in Yorkshire, and of a fortune which the com-
Den love of the marvellous exalted into something fabulous. He
Ound himself more popular than ever since his marriage, as the
husband of one of the prettiest women who had appeared that sea-
8aon, 80, during the two months of their London life, there was
21 amost unbroken succession of gaieties, and Mr. Granger found
llllnaelf yearning for the repose of Arden Court sometimes, as he
Waited in a crowded ballroom while his wife and daughter danced
their last quadrille. It pleased him that Clarissa should taste this
f‘"‘ﬁcnhr pleasure-cup—that she should have every delight she
8d 5 right to expect as his wife; but it pleased him not the less
::;_hen she frankly confessed to him one day that this brilliant round
sh, Parties and party-giving had very few charms for her, and that
e would be glad to go back to Arden.
In London Clarissa met Lady Laura Armstrong; for the first

t‘ﬁ:e since that September afternoon in which she had promised

'R t no arts of George Fairfax’s should move her to listen to him.

Ord Calderwood had been dead a year and a half, and my lady was

s dent once more, and giving weekly receptions in Mr. Arm-

tl‘()ng'a great house in Portland-place—a corner house, with about
Bxcoxp Szrmxs, Vor. V. F.8. Vor. XV. 3
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‘Have you seen Mr. Fairfax since you came from Germany ?’
asked Clarissa.

‘Yes, I have met him once—some months ago. You may be
sure that I was tolerably cool to him. He has been very little in
socity lately, and has been leading rather a wild life in Paris, I
hex. A prudent marriage would have been his redemption; but I
daresay it will end in his throwing himself away upon some worth-
less person.’

It was a relief to Clarissa to hear that George Fairfax was in
Paris, though that was very near. But in her ignorance of his
whereabouts she had fancied him still nearer, and in all her London
festivities had been tormented by a perpetual dread of meeting him.
Many times even she had imagined that she saw his face across
the crowd, and had been relieved to find it was only a face that

some faint resemblance to his.

He had kept his word, then, so far as the breaking of his en-
fagement to Geraldine Challoner. He had been more in earnest
'b{m Clarissa had believed. She thought that she was sorry for
this ; but it is doubtful whether the regretful feeling in her heart
Was really sorrow for Lady Geraldine. She thought of George
Fairfax a good deal after this conversation with Lady Laura—alas,
vhem had she ceased to think of him !—and all the splendours and

Pleagures of her married life seemed to her more than ever worth-

38. What a hopeless entanglement, what a dismal mistake, her

exxstence was! Had she sold herself for these things—for Arden

and a town house, and unlimited millinery? No; again and

gain she told herself she had married Daniel Granger for her

s sake, and perhaps a little from a desire to keep faith with

L‘dy_Lanrs. This marriage had seemed to her the only perfect

t of her promise that nothing should induce her to marry

G%rge Fairfax. But the sacrifice had been useless, since he had
broken his engagement to Geraldine Challoner.

Sophia Granger’s lynx eyes perceived a change in her step-
MOther about this time. Clarissa had never appeared especially
€Dargptared by the gaieties of fashionable London; but there had
COxme upon her of late a languor and weariness of spirit which she
tried in vain to disguise by an assumed air of enjoyment. That
Slxxaulated guiety deluded her husband, but it could not deceive Miss
Granger

‘8he is getting tired of her life already, even here where we
!"Ve a perpetual round of amuscments,” Sophia said to herself.
will she be when we go back to Yorkshire ?’

_ The time was close at hand for the return to Arden, when the
"l':!llg whieh Clarissa had feared came to pass, and the hazard of
Lo nion Kfe brought her face to face with George Fairfax.

The sedson was at its height, and the Grangers found every
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lowe had never been more than a truant fancy, a transient folly, the
merest vagabondage of an idle brain.

‘You are very good,’ she said, with a tinge of hauteur, ¢ but I
coxald not think of borrowing money, even to help my brother. If
yoxa will kindly tell me the best method of remitting money to
Psawis.’

Here, Mr. Fairfax said, there was & difficulty; it ought to be
ree wmitted through a banker, and Mrs. Granger might find this trou-
bl e some to arrange, unless she had an account of her own.

Clarissa said she had no account, but met the objection by sug-
ge ssting bank notes; and Mr. Fairfax was compelled to own that
n<>»®es upon the Bank of England could be converted into French
cO»Xw at any Parisian money-changer’s.

He gave Clarissa the address, 18 Rue du Chevalier Bayard,
© ne=aar the Luxembourg.

‘I will write to him to-night,’ she said, and then rose from the
Tasstic bench among the laurels. ¢I think I must go and look for
Ia %> husband now. I left him some time ago on account of a head-
a<khe. I wanted to get away from the noise and confusion on the
™% er-bank.’

‘Is it wise to return to the noise and confusion so soon ?’ asked

. Fairfax, who had no idea of bringing this interview to so sudden
& <loge.
. He had been waiting for such a meeting for a long time ; wait-
agg with a kind of sullen patience, knowing that it must come
S8<»aner or later, without any special effort of his; waiting with a
strmge mixture of feelings and sentiments—disappointed passion,
"W <mded pride, mortified vanity, an angry sense of wrong that had
done to him by Clarissa’s marriage, an eager desire to see her
A&Xuin, which was half a lover's yearning, half an enemy’s lust of
V'€ 1geance.

He was not a good man. Such a life as he had led is a life
“¥nat no man can lead with impunity. To say that he might still
ba capable of & generous action or unselfish impulse, would be to
S¥ny much for him, given the history of his manhood. A great
E>arcacher of to-day has declared, that he could never believe the
X2 who said he had never been tempted. For George Fairfax
::;.‘B had been crowded with temptations ; and he had not made even
l\1% feeblest stand against the tempter. He had been an eminently

“rignate man in all the trifles which make up the sum of a frivolous
= xistence; and though his successes had been for the most part
mmall gocial triumphs, they had not been the less agreesble. He
Ty never felt the sting of failure until he stood in the Yorkshire
xchard that chill October evening, and pleaded in vain to Clarissa
:.:aovel. She was little more than a schoolgirl, and she re\edwd
Xain, 3t was as if Lauzun, after having played fawt-und-lowe
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have been long. You said you would go and rest for a quarter of
an hour or so; and you have been resting more than an hour.’

‘I don’t remember saying that; but you are always so correct,
Sophia.’

‘I make & point of being exact in small things. We had better
8o round the garden to look for papa.—Good-afternoon, Mr. Fair-
fax.’

¢ Good-afternoon, Miss Granger.’

George Fairfax shook hands with Clarissa.

¢ Good-bye, Mrs. Granger.’

That was all, but the words were accompanied by a look and a
Pressure of the hand that brought the warm blood into Clarissa’s
cheeks. She had made for herself that worst enemy a woman can
have g disappointed lover.

‘While they were shaking hands, Mr. Granger came in sight at
the other end of the walk ; so it was only natural that Mr. Fairfax,
Wwho had been tolerably intimate with him at Hale Castle, should
advance to meet him. There were the usual salutations between
the two men, exchanged with that stereotyped air of heartiness which
S€ems common to Englishmen.

. € I think we had better get home by the next train, Clarissa,’
Sa1d Mr. Granger; ¢ 5.50. Itold them to have the brougham ready
for wgat Paddington from half-past six.’

€I am quite ready to go,’ Clarissa said.
¢ Your headache is better, I hope.’
“Yes ; I had almost forgotten it.’
Miss Granger gave an audible sniff, which did not escape George
rfax. .
‘ What ! suspicions already 2’ he said to himself.
h ‘You may as well come and dine with us, Mr. Fairfax, if you
&¥e nothing better to do,’ said Mr. Granger, with his lofty air, as

Qch as to say, ‘ I suppose I ought to be civil to this young man.’
N ¢ It is quite impossible that I could have anything better to do,’
Teplied Mr. Fairfax.

¢ In that case, if you will kindly give your arm to my daughter,
Ve 1l move off at once. I have wished Mr. Wooster good-afternoon
°Q your part, Clary. I suppose we may as well walk to the station.’
¢ If you please.’
. And in this manner they departed, Miss Granger just touching
:i’eorge Fairfax’s coat-sleeve with the tips of her carefully-gloved
\ngers; Clarissa and her husband walking before them, arm in arm.
Mr_ Fairfax did his utmost to make himself agreeable during that
*hort walk to the station ; so much so that Sophia unbent consider-
:lfly, and was good enough to inform him of her distaste for these
Tvolous pleasures, and of her wonder that other people could g
On from year to year with an appearance of enjoyment.

8ecoxp Senries, Vor. V. F.8. Vor. XV. T
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ber ; he loved her, and until now fate had always given him the
thing that he cared for. Honest Daniel Granger, sleeping the sleep
of innocence, seemed to him nothing more than a gigantic stumbling-
bloek in his way. He was utterly reckless of consequences—of
barm done to others, above all—just as his father had been before
him. Clarissa’s rejection had aroused all the worst attributes of
his nature—an obstinate will, a boundless contempt for any human
areature not exactly of his own stamp—for that prosperous trader,
Daniel Granger, for instance—and a pride that verged upon the
diabolic.

So, during that brief express journey, he sat talking gaily enough
to Clarissa about the Parisian opera-houses, the last new plays at
the Francais and the Odéon, the May races at Chantilly, and so on;
yet hatching his grand scheme all the while. It had taken no de-
finite shape as yet, but it fi'led his mind none the less. -

¢ Strange that this fellow Granger should have been civil,” he
8aid to himself. “But that kind of man generally contrives to aid

and abet his own destruction.’

And then he glanced at this fellow Granger, sleeping peacefully
with his head in an angle of the carriage, and made a contemptuous
comparison between himself and the millionaire. Mr. Granger had
Teen all very well in the abstract, before he became an obstacle in
the path of George Fairfax. But things were aitered now, and Mr.
Fairfax scrutinised him with the eyes of an enemy.

The dinner in Clarges-strecet was a very quiet affuir. George
Fairfax was the only visitor, and the Grangers were ¢ due’ at an
evening party. He learned with considerable annoyance that they
were to leave London at the end of that weck, whereby he could
have little opportunity of sceing Clarissa. e might have followed

her down to Yorkshire, certainly; but such a course would have
been open to remark, nor would it be good taste for him to show
himself in the neighbourhood of Hale Castle while Geraldine Chal-
loner was there. He had an opportunity of talking confidentially to
Clarissa once after dinner, when Mr. Granger, who had not fairly
fnighed his nap in the railway-carriage, had retired to a dusky cor-
ner of the drawing-room and sunk anew into slumber, and when Miss
Granger seemed closcly occupied in the manufacture of an em-
broidered pincushion for a fancy fair. Absorbing as the manipu-
Iation of chemille and beads might be, however, “her work did not
prevent her keeping a tolerably shmp watch upon those two figures
by the open piano: Clarissa with one hand wandering idly over the

, playing some random passage, pianissimo, now and then ;
George Fairfax standing by the angle of the piano, bending down
to talk to her with an extreme carnestness.

He bad his opportunity, and he knew how o imyprove . Ye
was talking of her brother. That subject made a \ink between hew
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be a good deal at Hale this year, and that his marriage will come
of before long. Lord Calderwood must have been dead a year.’

¢ Lord Calderwood has been dead nearly two years,’ replied Miss

Granger. I fancy that the engagement between Mr. Fairfax and

Lady Geraldine must have been broken off. If it were not so, they

would surely have been married before now. And I observed that
Mr. Fairfax was not with Lady Laura to-day. I do not know how
long he may have been in the gardens,’ Miss Granger added, with a
suspicious glance at her stepmother, ¢ but he certainly was not with
Lady Laura during any part of the time.’

Clarissa blushed when Lady Geraldine’s engagement was spoken
of. . She felt as if she had been in some manner guilty in not hav-
Ingr communicated the intelligence Lady Laura had given her. It
Seemed awkward to have to speak of it now.

‘ Yes,” she said, with a very poor attempt at carelessness, ¢ the
©ngragement is broken off. Lady Laura told me so some time ago.’

‘Indeed !’ exclaimed Sophia. ¢ How odd that you should not
I emntion it !’

Daniel Granger looked first at his daughter, and then at his wife.
T.here was something in this talk, a sort of semi-significance, that
d-':B])leased him. What was George Fairfax, that either his wife or

8 daughter should be interested in him ?

¢ Clarissa may not have thought the fact worth mentioning, my
dear, he said stifly. ¢ It is quite unimportant to us.’

He waived the subject away, as he might have done if it had
been some small operation in commerce altogether unworthy of his
MOtice; but in his secret heart he kept the memory of his wife’s
©Yqbarrassed manner. He had not forgotten the portfolio of draw-
N gs among which the likeness of George Fairfax figured so promi-
Qently. It had seemed a small thing at the time—the merest acei-
dent.; one head was as good to draw as another, and so on—he had
told himself ; but he knew now that his wife did not love him, and

© wanted to know if she had ever loved any one else.

CrapTER XXIX.

THE HEIR OF ARDEN.

CraARr1ssA wrote to her brother—a long letter, full of warmth
and tenderness, with loving messages for his children, and even for
the wife who was so much beneath him. She enclosed three ten-
pound notes, all that remained to her of a quarter’s pin-money; and
O, how bitterly she regretted the frivolous extravagances that had
reduced her exchequer to so low a condition! Towards the close
of her letter she came to a standstill. She had begged Austin ta
write to her, to tell her all he could about himsel, Ms hopes, s
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many pots of strawberry, and raspberry, and currant, and greengage
were ranged on the capacious shelves of that stronghold of her power,
the store-room.
Even Lady Laura’s diplomacy failed here. The genius of a
Talleyrand would not have dislodged Miss Granger.

‘I like to feel that I am of some use to papa,’ she remarked
very often, with the air of a household Antigone. ‘He has new
outlets for his money now, and it is more than ever my duty as a
daughter to protect him from the wastefulness of servants. With
all my care, there are some things in my housekeeper’s management
which I don’t understand. I'm sure what becomes of all the pre-
Served-ginger and crystallised apricots that I give out, is a mystery
that no one could fathom. Who ever eats preserved-ginger? I
have taken particular notice, and could never see any one doing it.

e things are not eaten; they disappear.’

Lady Laura suggested that, with such a fortune as Mr. Gran-
8er’s, a little waste more or less was hardly worth thinking of.

‘I cannot admit that,” Miss Granger replied solemnly. ¢It is
the abstract sinfulness of waste which I think of. An under-butler
Who begins by wasting preserved- ginger may end by stealing his
aster’s plate.’

- The summer went by. Picnics and boating parties, archery meet-
1NDgs and flower-shows, and all the familiar round of country pleasures
Tepeated themselves just as they had done at Hale Castle two years
&0 ; and Clarissa wondered at the difference in her own mind which
Xaaade these things so different. It was not that all capacity for
©Njoyment was dead in her. Youth is too bright a thing to be killed
SO easily. She could still delight in a lovely landscape, in exquisite
ﬂoWers, in that art which she had loved from her childhood—she
Could still enjoy good music and pleasant society; but that keen
Semnse of happiness which she had felt at Hale, that ardent apprecia-
10m of small pleasures, that eager looking forward to the future—
€se were gone. She lived in the present. To look back to the
Past was to recall the image of George Fairfax, who seemed some-
OW interwoven with all her girlhood ; to look forward to the future
Was to set her face towards a land hidden in clouds and darkness.
he had positively nothing to hope for.

Mr. Granger took life very calmly. He knew that his wife did
10t love him ; and he was too proud a man to lay himself out to
W1n her love, even if he had known how to set about a task so incon-
8Tuous with the experience of his life. He was angry with himself
Or having ever been weak enough to think that this girlish creature

tween whom and himself there stretched a gulf of thirty years
“~Could by any possibility be beguiled into loving him. Of course,
She had married him for his money. There was not one among s

8Uesty who would not have thought him o fool for supposing thek %



286 THE LOVELS OF ARDEN

could be otherwise, or for expecting more from her than a graceful
fulfilment of the duties of her position.

He had little ground for complaint. She was gentle and obedient,
deferential in her manner to him before society, amiable always 5 he
only knew that she did not love him —that was all. But Damie
Granger was a proud man, and this knowledge was a bitter thingg %
him. There were hours in his life when he sat alone in his «wn
room —that plainly-furnished chamber which was half study, Joalf
dressing-room—withdrawing himself from his guests under pretemc
of having business-letters to write to his people at Bradford =nd
Leeds; sat with his open desk before him, and made no attemppt %
write ; sat brooding over thoughts of his young wife, and regret-&.ing
the folly of his marriage.

Was it true that she had never cared for any one else?  He
had her father's word for that; but he knew that Marmacll uke
Lovel was a selfish man, who would be likely enough to say smny-
thing that would conduce to his own advantage. Had her ln @t
been really true and pure when he won her for his wife? He T
membered those sketches of George Fairfax in the portfolio,
one day when he was waiting for Clarissa in her morning room—®
took the trouble to look over her drawings. There were many
he recollected having seen that day at Mill Cottage, but the WO
traits of Mr. Fairfax were all gone. He looked through the P*’“‘
folio very carefully, but found none of those careless yet life— Jike
sketches which had attracted the attention of Sophia Granger.

¢ She has destroyed them, I suppose,” he said to himself ; aud
the notion of her having done so annoyed him a little. He did
care to question her about them. There would have been an 8
surdity in that, he thought: as if it could matter to him w08
face she chose for her unstudied sketches—mere vagabondage= of
the pencil.

Cpon rare occasions Marmaduke Lovel consented to take a B#89"
guid share in the festivities at Arden. But although he was v«
well pleased that his daughter should be mistress of the house t.l"t{
he had lost, he did not relish a secondary position in the halls ©
his forefathers ; nor had the gaieties of the place any charm Sor
him. He was glad to slip away quietly at the beginning of Augm 9"’_
and to go back to Spa, where the waters agreed with his rheune®®
tism—that convenient rheumatism which was an excuse for ag®S
thing he might choose to do.

As for his daughter, he washed his hands of all responsibil#® f’i
in connection with her. Ie felt as if he had provided for her in
most meritorions manner by the diplomacy which had brought abor
her marriage. Whether she was happy in her new life, was a que> .

tion which he had never asked himself; but if any one eclse hs®
proponnded snch a question, he would have rephed m\\\m‘\\sﬁng“
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most perfect object in creation; and about this child there sprung
up between his wife and himself a sympathy that had never been
before. Only deep in Clarissa’s heart there was a vague jealousy.
She would have liked her baby to be hers alone. The thought of
his father’s claim frightened her. In the time to come her child
might grow to love his father better than her.

Finding her counsel rejected, Miss Granger would ask in a meek
voice if she might be permitted to kiss the baby, and having chilled
his young blood by the cool and healthy condition of her complexion,
would depart with an air of long-suffering ; and this morning visit
being over, Clarissa was free of her for the rest of the day. Miss
Grranger had her “ duties.” She devoted her mornings to the regu-
lation of the household, her afternoons to the drilling of the model
villagers. In the evening she presided at her father’s dinner, which
8eemed rather a chilling repast to Mr. Granger, in the absence of
that one beloved face. He would have liked to dine off a boiled fowl
1n hig wife’s room, or to have gone dinnerless and shared Clarissa’s
teaand toast, and heard the latest wonders performed by the baby, but
he was ashamed to betray so much weakness. So he dined in state
with Sophia, and found it hard work to keep up a little commonplace
Conversation with her during the solemn meal—his heart being else-
Where all the time.

That phase of gloom and despondency, through which his mind

passed during the summer that was gone, had given place to
brighter thoughts. A new dawn of hope had come for him with the
birth of his child. He told himself again, as he had so often told
himgelf in the past, that his wife would grow to love him—that time
‘Would bring him the fruition of his desires. In the mean while he
Was almost entirely happy in the possession of this new blessing.
All his life was coloured by the existence of this infant. He had a
Dew zest in the driest details of his position as the master of a great
estate. He had bought some twoethousand acres of neighbouring
land gt different times since his purchase of Arden Court; and the
estate, swollen by these large additions, was fast becoming one of
the finest in the county. There was not a tree he planted in the
ing of this new year which he did not consider with reference
to his boy ; and he made extensive plantations on purpose that he
Right be able to point to them by and by and say, ¢ These trees were
Planted the year my son was born.” When he went round his stables,
he made a special survey of one particularly commodious loose-box,
which would do for his boy's pony. He fancied the little fellow
trotting by his side across farms and moorlands, or deep into the
Woods to see the newly-felled timber, or to plan a fresh clearing.
It was a pleasant day-dream.
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FRUOM MEMORY’S TABLETS

Sue plnck'd the petals from the flowers ;
She felt his eyes upon her face ;

A few stars struggled up the sky,
The moon slow mounted to her place.

Before them lay the silent street ;
There at the window as they stood,
The distant vista show'd the sea,
That came in murmuring, flood on flood.

She leant against the inner wall ;

Druped curtains hid her half from sight—
She look'd so thoughtful and so pale

And fragile in the evening light.

A =udden passion came to him—
He seizea the hand that pull’d the flower;
Fasve Teap'd all barriers, broke all bounds,
And would have fool'd him in that hour.

Skie look™d upon him mournfully—
Her radiant eves were wet with tears;
She trembled as the simplest girl,
Half-hovering “tween hopes and fears.

Ycs: <he, the woman of the world,
The reigning belle whom all caress,
Stands, with clasp’d hands and quiv’ring lip,
In new and tearful tenderness.

¢ Al love,” she said, it may not be—

Old bonds, though loveless, claim my faith ;
A gali i= 1ix'd “twixt thee and me,

Which anly can be Lridged by desth!
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Vainly he pleaded for one kiss,

One parting touch of that fair hand ;
'Twas something terrible to see

The passion of the man unmann’d.

‘Be silent,’ said she; ¢hear me speak.
My fairy palace is o’erthrown ;

I thought we could be dearest friends,
But out of friendship love has grown.

Your friendship was a dream fulfill’d,

The goal to which my whole life tended ;
I did not see the precipice

Where love began and friendship ended.

No silken egotist had touch’d
This satiated soul of mine ;

My very being seem’d to breathe
More nobly in the air of thine.

God help us now! for we must part:
I will not wish we had not met.
Farewell ! there is no other way—
I do not ask thee to forget.’

God help us! how the tender voice

Broke o’er the words with accents hollow ;
He look’d up with a last appeal,

But she had turn’d—he dare not follow.

All had been true that she had said—

His own wild words had wrought this woe;
He might have stay’d to be her friend,

But as her lover he must go.

Long motionless and passion-pale,

‘Where she had left him there he stood ;
His eyes were on the far-off sea,

That came in murmuring, flood on flood.

He ask’d no pity from the stars—
They shine serene on misery ;
But the sea’s bosom heav’d like his
With old deep-seated agony.
8zcowp Sxmixs, Vor. V. F.8. Vou. XV. A
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¢ O bursting heart,’ he cried, ¢ be strong!
O throbbing pulse, be calm again!
Lest it be said a woman won
A victory, where a man was slain.

Yet have the wrecks of passion left

One bridge where I can cross to fame ;
I'll do her memory so mach good

At least she shall esteem my name,

And say,—‘“ My tempter had a soul
Far nobler than I argued then ;

The few great hearts are purged by pain
That blasts the hopes of common men."”

13

He said, and join’d the world again.

I hear men call him great and wise,
But an old song or simple air

Will bring the tears into his eyes,

‘With memories of a silent street,

A shadow’d form half-draped from sight,
A toying hand, a wistful face,

Lids trembling in the evening light.

He hears again the broken words,

The voice that spoke so mournfully ;
He asks the travell’d sea of her—

The waves, for answer, break and die.

ALICE HORTON.
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adder was at hand, and a sergent de ville ascended and rescued
y lady, just as her numbed fingers were loosening hold on the

. When she recovered consciousness, she had a terrible tale to
l. She had been the victim of a determined attempt at assas-
ation. A man had entered her apartment, and discharged three
tol-shots in her face. She seized a cushion from the sofa, and
ng it in the gunise of a shield, succeeded in escaping by a side-
or. But the murderer followed her, and in the frenzy of despair
3 cast herself from the window, but hung on by the ledge until
e was well-nigh miraculously saved. Being farther questioned, it
mspired that she was Madame la Marquise d’'Orvault, and that
¢ assassin was her own brother.

‘What motive had led him to the commission of this bloodthirsty
ed? What dark chain of events had pushed his arm towards an
lempt at sororicide ? It was discovered that the young man, on
10m the police very speedily laid hands, was in a state of extreme
verty, and that his sister lived in affluence. Was cupidity his
centive? Was he anxious to avenge the tarnished honour of his
mily? These are questions which can only be solved by investi-
ting the personal history of the Marquis d’Orvault, the husband
the lady who had so narrowly escaped death. The Marquis was
herwise hight Marie-Armand Guerry de Maubreuil.

Vivant, et bien vivant, in 1867, this distinguished nobleman
d published, not less than forty-four years previously, an autobio-
aphical sketch of a career which even in 1826 had been full of
ats sufficient to furnish forth plots for half a dozen sensational
vels; and to this memoir, which I have now before me, he gave
3 strange title of ¢ The History of a Box on the Ear given to M. de
lleyrand-Périgord, Prince de Benevento and Grand Chamberlain
Louis XVIII.” According to his own account, Marie-Armand,
unt de Guerry-Maubreuil and Marquis d'Orvault, belonged to one
the noblest families of Brittany and Poitou. His mother died
giving him birth, his father a few months afterwards, and he
rerited a considerable fortune. It is remarkable that the man
uld never, at any time, specify the exact year in which he was
m. He stated, however, that when he was ¢ quite young’ he ran
ay from his grandmother, Madame de Messardeau-Maubreuil, whe
8 his guardian, and crossing the Loire, joined the ranks of the
mrgents, who were in arms against the authority of the Republic
La Vendée. That may have been about 1795. General Chatil-
o commanded the Chouan forces, who were at last thoroughly
uted by the republican leaders, and young Maubreuil went back to
8 grandmother. He spent two years at home, and was then sent
'some provincial college to complete his studies. By this time
© Directory had merged into the (onsulate, and the Consasie
1o the Empire, and the new Emperor had shown himseX eager \o
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stable-yard, whither a servant-maid brought her a chair. While the
rapparees were at breakfast, a lieutenant with twelve additional dra-
goons arrived from Montereau ; and then Maubreuil, who was gifted
with quite a Prussian prescience for plunder, proceeded to requisi-
tion’ from a harmless farmer hailing from Sens a long low wagon,
called a patache, drawn by two stout horses. He then very coolly
ordered all the trunks belonging to the Princess, excepting those
only which contained articles of the toilette, to be taken down again
from the fourgons in which they had been reloaded, and forthwith
Placed in the wagon. In vain did the Princess supplicate. In vain
did Count and Countess Furstenberg remonstrate and protest. By this
time Madame Jerome had recognised in Maubreuil her old equerry,
and very bitterly reproached him with his ingratitude, telling him
that ¢after eating people’s bread, it was an abominable action to
undertake such an errand.” Maubreuil bowed and expressed his
Tegret, but added that his orders were imperative ; and as he spoke,
happening to catch sight of the little casket which held the 84,000
francs in gold, he said that he was very sorry, but that he really
Mugt take that too. The Princess, sobbing, like Queen Dido,

. ¢ in manner ampler
Than girl new whipt for lesing sampler,’
declared that this was all the money she had to enable her to reach
her pative home in Wirtemberg. Upon which Maubreuil—I can't
Tefrain, after this, from calling him Robert Macaire—with a great
&ffoctation of generosity took off the belt he wore, and which he
declared contained a hundred louis d’ors, and -offered them to his
Victim, to help her on her way. The Princess at first refused to
RBccept the dole; but being persuaded by Count Furstenberg, she re-
ted and took the belt, which, upon examination, however, was found
0 contain only forty-four pieces of gold instead of a hundred. She
Went down upon her knees to Macaire-Maubreuil, and entreated
him to restore her jewels and gold ; she declared, on the word of an
ex-queen, that she knew nothing about the crown jewels; but all
Was in vain. Then she fainted away. Then M. le Comte de Guerry-
Maubreuil-Macaire bade her good-morning; and seeing the royal
trunks well packed in straw in his patache wagon, sent them off,
under escort of a few chasseurs, in the direction of Fontaincbleau,
while he proceeded to remove the embargo from the post-town, and
ordered relays to enable the Princess to reach Villeneuve-le-Guyard.
Thither, much against her will—for she begged and prayed to be
allowed to accompany her beloved diamonds to Paris —she was
driven, guarded by some mamelukes, who, however, timeously gal-
loped away on beholding a detachment of Wiirtemberg cavalry ad-
vancing.
From the 21st of April 1814 to this present day in 1871 the
great bulk of the property stolen by Maubreuil and his associate at








































































ONLY A DREAM

ONLY a summer dream,
Sport of an idle day,
A meadow range, a word beside the stream,
A parting and—away !

Only a dream of Love,
Of heart inclined to heart,—
As clouds that in the blue of heaven meet,
As white clouds cling and part.

‘We dream’d and we awoke ;
No more! But ah, for dreams
Engender’d of the subtle light of Love,
Bright with its iris gleams!

Again the meadow flowers,
The waters rippling speed,
The willows wave as in the dream ; but I,
‘Why should I, waking, heed ?

Shadows of leaf and bird
Fall on the sunny grass,
But over it the shadow that I love
Never again shall pass.

The summer voices blend
In music as of yore,
But from the melody has dropt a note :
There will be song no more.

The glory and the wealth
Of Nature all things share,
But in my heart is no responsive throb
That tells me it is fair.

Back on the sunny dream
I turn an aching gaze,
But the clear splendour of its glory throws
A shadow on my days.
WILLIAM BAWYER.
Bzcoxp Sxrixs, Vor, V. F.8. Vor. XV, X
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They went off together; the Bath-chair rolled slowly away;
down the churchyard walked Eunice Ivin with two other girls, who
left her at the gate. This was the chance I wanted. I walked
‘down the street exactly before her, and presently my little erimson
Prayer-book fell in the dusty road.

‘Excuse me !’ a young pleasant voice was speaking to me, ¢ you

have dropped your book, I think.’

‘Mine? No, surely not mine ?’

I asked it very coolly, but my hand shook stupidly when I took
it from her and slowly opened it, seeking the name.

¢ Will you wait one moment, while I look if it is mine ?’

She was walking on beside me, as I had intended she should,
and I talked on as I turned the leaves. Yes, it was mine I dis-
covered, after some little research ; and I was so glad she had hap-
pened to see it. I had dropped it once before, but fortunately Dick
had found it. It was certainly not doomed to be lost. Was she
coming my way? She had no choice left her then, and we two
walked on together. I do not know what we said; I only felt that
my end was gained. We can never again meet as utter strangers.
As I turned from bidding her good-bye, Captain Arthur came up with
Dick ; but he passed us without a word, and went into the house.
Since then, though, I think he has been even more kind and loving
than before.

Captain Arthur is gone for a day’s fishing at Bundrowse, but
before he went he ordered a jaunting-car to take Dick and me to the
landslip. I hardly know how it happens, except that I am so de-
termined about it, but I get Eunice to come with us. I tell her
I am timid about taking Dick alone to the mountains. I tell her I
have no friend whom I can ask to go with me. I entreat her with
painful earnestness, and at last, half laughing at me, she consents.

I leave word for the car to follow us, and walk on with Eunice
and Dick. Now that my aim is achieved, I feel timid and nervous ;
more 8o the more I try to shake it off. It is a beautiful morning ;
‘too beautiful to last,” Eunice says, as we look up into the unfathom-
able blue. We have an hour’s start of the car; so we walk leisurely,
Iy no hurry for its arrival, it is so pleasant to walk against this soft
caressing wind.

Dick carries a parcel in his hand, on the contents of which we

intend to regale later on. Suddenly comes from him a pathetic little

¢ 0, Jean, look there!’

Looking there, I find that a juvenile Paddy has dexterously ab-
Stracted the parcel of cakes from Dick’s hand, and is whistling deli-
berately as he saunters down the street. I turn,snd resch him penk-
ng.






ONE SUMMER MONTH 829

We are in the safe part again now, and we stand a moment
resting ; taking our hats off to let the wind blow against our hot
faces. I, with Dick in my hand, challenge Eunice to a race, but
the guide interferes. There are odd stumbly places still, he says;
1t would not be safe to run. Dick’s face is turned up to the sky,
his hat in his hand.

¢ Jean, I felt one great big spot of rain,” he says.

Eunice puts on her hat hastily.

‘A storm in these mountains is terrible,” she says. ¢ Come
Quickly down.’

I raise my face incredulously, and a heavy drop falls on my lips.
<\ long time after, as it seems, another drops lazily on my eyelid.

hey seem to come singly, and so far apart, that I smile into Dick’s
Anxjous face. But by the time my hat is on and his hand tight in
MM ine again, they are falling quick and straight, and the clouds are
&avthering down upon us.
Shall he take the little gentleman in his arms ? the guide asks;
Bt Dick clings the closer to me.

¢ Keep beside that young lady,’ I entreat him ; ¢ and let us see
3 ©u before us, that we may follow.’
They go on in front; but it is such slow and difficult work now
tat we are walking through the blinding clouds, that sometimes
Lliey leave us far behind, and sometimes, though they may be close
us, we cannot see them at all. The thunder rolls among the
X ocks behind us; rolls down after us as we hurry on, and passing,
Ats angry sound is lost in the distance.
¢ Jean,’ shudders Dick, his two hands clutching my fingers, ‘O,
isn’t it almighty?” And before I answer, he has let me go, and
is kneeling in the soaked grass, his hands raised and folded. I
<annot stop his involuntary prayer. I stand and wait until he rises.
"Then he takes my hand again, and we feel our way on against the
blinding rain. The lightning flashes terribly across our path ; Dick’s
breath comes heavily : but he does not answer me a word when I
attempt to encourage him.

¢ The bottom cannot be far away now, Dick ; and I can see the
others in front.’

Among the rocks above us peals the thunder, crashing from
corner to corner of the mountain with its mighty reverberation ; and
again Dick falls upon his knees. Again I cannot stop him, and
stand helplessly gazing at the little wet rapt face, until he rises,
and starts on again in nervous haste.

¢ It is better for us not to loiter here, Dick,’ I say gently; ‘and
we shall be home all the sooner.’

The little hand in mine tightens, but no words come. I fancy
the guide is calling to us, but my feeble answer is lost amid Wne
mightier sounds. I think the rain is slackening a WXle, ssd L w=
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never give her the opportunity of telling you the truth—an oppor-
tunity she could hardly make for herself ?°

¢ She has told the truth before. I have no desire for its repeti-

tion.’

¢ Will you never speak to her again—not even once—as you

must have spoken 80 many, many times ?’

“Never !’ he returns, & quick hot passion in his eyes, which dies

as quickly as it rises, and leaves them very sad and unsatisfied. I
" have sworn never to speak so to her again of my own accord ; and
she is not very likely to do it. Let her go, Jean. How can you—
even you—dare to agsk me these things? You cannot know what
an old wound you touch.’

‘Yes ; I think I know,” I whisper in untold pain. ¢ Will you try
to answer me once more ? You think that the old love is quite,
quite dead now ?’

‘Yes; O yes.’

There is & wonderful eagerness in his low reply—an eagerness
that falls bitterly on my ears.

‘I have asked all now,’ I say wearily.
faa ‘And you will kindly and pitifully answer my one question at

t?

‘Kindly and pitifully, yes.’

‘On the last night ?° he whispers.

‘On the last night.’

He puts his hands gently on my shoulders, and looks at me with

 odd look, that is almost apologetic.

‘Dear Jeanie, I will try with all my heart to make you happy.’

-The waves rush feverishly and impetuously upon the rocks to-

night. As I bury my face on my pillow in the darkness, it seems
8 if they are hurrying me with them. How long is it since I list-
ened and fancied that they repeated in laughing scorn the Yorkshire
farmer’s cry, ¢ Proputty, proputty !’ There was a smaller word I

said then, which had more power to sway our hearts than that
eonld ever have. To-night I feel its strength in other hearts than
Iy own ; and I cannot battle with it there as I can battle with it
I my own. Let the pitiful sadly-bright old dream drift from me
on the hurrying tide. And yet—and yet—it tarries still, just here

my hand.

Our last day in Bundoran. How quickly it is passing! One
1°ng, bright, sunny smile the sky has worn since sunrise. It is
€vening now, and Dick is come in to rest. He has not been quite
¥ell gince our wetting at the Landslip, and is oddly nervous, always
looking out for rain, and afraid of venturing beyond the reach of
thelter. I have been sitting with him a long time, \elingWm swry
Mer story. - Now, that he may rest quietly, I have given Wm
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‘Are you going eastward, then, for good 2’ Eunice asks, with
the very faintest little laugh.
‘I should like to go as far eastward as possible,” I say slowly;
¢ X think it would be for good.’
‘I fancy yon will live within reach of Bundoran,” Eunice con-
tinues, glancing nervously at me.
I know what she means, and I say calmly that I suppose Omagh
would be considered within reach of Bundoran.
‘I hope I may see vou again some day,’ she says kindly and
sadly.
‘I hope so. I hope you will some day come to Omagh.’
No; Eunice does not seem inclined to talk of this. I try an-
other speech.
‘We are breaking up our party as well as leaving here, I am
sonry to say. Captain Arthur goes to Dublin to-morrow.’
No answer.
‘It will make a great difference to me.’
Because she does not answer, even yet, I have to speak again.
‘We shall miss him sorely; he has made it so pleasant here ;
but Y don’t think he has been quite happy himself, do you ?’
I make that speech a question, to oblige some reply.
‘How can I know ?’
There is such a thrill of deep-lying sorrow in her voice, that I
not venture to look at her. 'We have reached the low stone
Wall that bounds the edge of the cliff, and both stand leaning against
i, our faces turned to the sea, where the pure and holy smile of
Mooplight lies.
¢ fancied you would know,’ I say, with an odd calmness which
Surpriges even myself, ¢ because you have known him so long.’
* But you know him best now.’
Her tiny fingers are locked together on the wall with a pained

*Yes, I know him best now,’ I answer, ¢ because I know, and

Fou do not, how his heart has been sometimes torn by a girl’s heed-

€sg words. And I know, and you do not, how impossible it is that
8y one except that girl herself can ever quite, quite heal it.’

A pair of frightened incredulous eyes, that have filled with a
8udden awakening light, meet mine, and I smile as naturally as I
Can into their questioning depths.

Just walking into sight now up to the Downs comes Captain

hur, looking to the right and left. Eunice does not see him,
Ang we stand quite still there at the wall. As he comes on quickly,
l0':’ki.ng very tall on the moonlit grass, he sees us both together,
angq gtarts and hesitates. I see him take out his watch, and hold
1t high to read the figures. Then he comes slowly on to my side.

¢ Are you ready ?’
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He holds out his firm right hand, and she meets it with her
little nervous fingers all trembling. Then, with a swift pained ges-
ture, which I understand quite well, he turns to me:

‘Now, Jeanie, can you bid good-bye to Eunice ? I am waiting
to take you, dear.’

‘I can bid good-bye to Eunice now,’ I say, standing close be-
gide her, and softly touching her upon the shoulder, ¢because she
has her dear old friend again; and, having her dear old friend
agin, things are just as they used to be for him and for herself.
One word, dear Eunice, now that you two are so much to each
other—s0 near, so true—will you open your heart a little wider
¥et, and let me creep in too, and taste the sweetness of a sister’s
love 2’

The little arms are thrown around me, and the fair bright head
is sobbing on my breast. Over the clinging form, I look up at
Arthur, crushing back the tears from my eyes.

‘Even this is not all I long for, Captain Arthur. If I ask you
tolet me call you brother, because I have no brother in the world ;
ad if you mean that I may, without caring to say it to me in
Words,—if you would like me to understand this, then show me so
by taking my little sister from me—now, before my heart is broken
by her tears !’ .

One moment more, and it is on his breast that she is sobbing ;
and he knows that the question which I had to answer is answered
Dow.

We walk home together very slowly in the moonlight, Captain
Arthar and I, for he is talking of Eunice. And while I listen to
the tender passion of gladness in his voice, I know that it is better
he ghould be talking so of her, than talking, as it used to be so
8ood to hear him talk, to me. Their home is to be my home, he
8ays, as he lingers with me; but I know that cannot be. I tell

im, smiling into his happy face, that I have a home with his
&randmother immeasurably saperior to that; and while I say it, my
Tebellious thoughts are hushed by the one sweet consciousness that

is another home to come—a home in which there are no un-
Satisfied desires—where every hope will have a full assurance. I
8ay good-night to Captain Arthur at the door, and go and sit alone
Or g time in the empty drawing-room. Presently I open the win-

w very softly, and lean out. No one is about. It is too late for
Loiterers even here; but surely I may lengthen to the full this last

ight day of mine. The happy summer, I say to myself, with a
&rim little smile, is gone like a pleasant dream at getting-up time;
&nd the horizon is black and heavy with coming work. After to-mor-
Tow I shall fall back again into the old routine. Ah! I think even
Mothers must sometimes grow a little weary of children’s socievy, &
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¢I finished it in bed, Jean, all by myself here,” he tells me, in
calm, proud, expectant voice. ¢ Get a light and look.’

I get a light and look. Its glories are disclosed to me very
radually, lest I might lose all mastery over myself. I am consider-
oly impressed, not to say dazzled ; but when at last I feel able to
use my eyes from it, I start back, staring oddly at Dick’s small

¢ Oliver, what have you done to yourself ?’

¢ Nothing.’

‘Where is your hair ?’

‘My hair? O, in the pincushion.’

I gasp feebly as I gaze. The front half of the child’s head is
8 closely cropped as scissors can crop it.

¢0, Dick, Dick, what did you do it for ?’

‘You just put a pin in the pincushion, Jean, and see how easy

goes,” he says, a great anxiety in his serious little shorn face, -
and then you'll know.’

8xconp Senixs, Vor. V. F.8. Vor. XV. T



ARISTOLOGY

Apt and keen was Sydney Smith's retort to the atheistic Frer—mch.
man who bored him at the dinner-table by annihilating the Divinme aty,
and proving to his own satisfaction that this marvellous world cemme
into existence without a Creator. Presently there came an en #7%
80 delicious that the Frenchman grew enthusiastic in reference to
its merits. ¢ Surely,’ exclaimed Sydney, ¢ you don’t believe in 8
cook !’
I believe in cooks. Guarrick’s oft-quoted line—

¢ God sends us good meat, but the devil sends cooks'—

is only & half-truth. Doubtless the devil sends all sorts of stupidity,
being himself pater stultorum, and the easy victim of any moderately
clever fellow, from St. Dunstan downwards; but there is no such
treasure as a good cook, and it would be impious to maintain that
a personage so useful is a diabolical gift. 'We boast of modern sci-
entific discoveries, and laugh at Charles Lamb’s famous essay on
Roast Pig as purely mythical ; but depend on it that the inventor
of the application of fire to food (was it Professor Prometheus ?) hit
upon something much greater than any of our contemporary pro-
fessors. Homer describes the cooking feats of his heroes, and their
powers of eating and drinking, with just as much gusto as their
prowess in arms -and their achievements in council. And, to skip
three thousand years or so, what says Byron to his publisher ?
¢ Along thy sprucest bookshelves shine
The works thou deemest most divine—
The Art of Cookery and mine,
My Murray !

Byron was right, I suspect: the publisher estimated books accord-
ing to their sale, caring very little whether it was the amorous heat
of giaours and corsairs, or the commonplace caloric of saucepans and
bains-maries that warmed the public.

Aristology may be briefly defined as the science which provides
for man his best meal in the best way. Now the very first question
which oceurs is—what time should this meal be eaten? Our an-
cestors dined at cleven, and there are still primitive folk in remote
districts who dine at twelve. One has, however, become the recog-
nised hour of labouring men and shopkeepers, and the like. But
at such a time of day it can by no possibility be the noble meal
which it ought to be; and my cordial wish for the man who is
compelled to dine at one o'clock is, that he may have a cosy supper

at cight or nine.  Civilisation insists wpon the \ete diuner, for rea-



ARISTOLOGY 843

sons which have been put with eloquent logic by De Quincey in his
essay on the Casuistry of Roman Meals. ¢ When business,” he
writes, ¢ was moderate, dinner was allowed to divide and bisect it.
‘When it swelled into that vast strife and agony, as one may ecall
it, that boils along the tortured streets of modern London or other
capitals, men began to see the necessity of an adequate counter force
to push against this overwhelming torrent, and thus maintain the
equilibrinm. Were it not for the soft relief of a six-o’clock dinner,
the gentle demeanour succeeding to the boisterous hubbub of the
day, the soft glowing lights, the wine, the intellectual conversation,
ife in London is now come to such a pass that in two years all
Berves would sink before it. But for this periodic reaction, the
Wodern business, which draws so cruelly on the brain and so little
on the hands, would overthrow that organ in all but those of coarse
Organisation. Dinner it is—meaning by dinner the whole complexity
of attendant circumstances—which saves the modern brain-working
Dan from going mad.’ Six o’clock was late when De Quincey wrote;
#is now an early hour. But his theory is right. After a hard
day’s work, political, financial, literary, a man reaches that absolute
8etum, his dressing-room. He shuts out critics, opponents, bulls
.“d bears; he washes care away with his bath ; he arrays himself
In snowy linen, with mayhap a diamond or two on its surface, and
Posaibly a floral gem in the lappel of his coat. The day’s turmoil
8 forgotten in the atmosphere of the dining-room. White cloth,
dflicste porcelain, bright glass and silver, a glow of flowers, a ruddy
h_"go of wine, above all the well-contented looks of his friends, make
cheerful at once. He is ready to dine. The meal, if properly
“nceived and arranged, comes upon him with the gradual beauty of
8 Symphony, each step leading easily to the next, and the end being
Perfection. Such a dinner demands the artistic accompaniment of
¢ ing conversation. In that colloquy there must be no argu-
Dent ; no politics, theology, Darwinism ; only the play of intellect,
€ easy sparkle of wit, the best-natured gossip, the briefest anec-
dote, is permissible. Of course the ladies present are lovely and
h_"ely, and understand that most delightful of arts, scientific flirta-
on, This being so, dinner will fulfil its mission—to recuperatc
® exhausted brain, and make a man ready, after a reasonable
'Mount of sleep, to do his next day’s battle with the world. If
® be wise, after a pleasant half hour amid the music and flowers
of the drawing-room, he will eschew billiards, cigars, and cognac,
80q find his way to bed before midnight. The best ¢ nightcap,’
8&ve in the coldest weather, is something effervescent—say a pint
of dry champagne.
. The author of a pleasant little volume entitled A Visit to my
discontented Cousin, lecturing upon dinner, makes these remarks
As to the eating and drinking part of it, I am comparaXinely, noh
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green walls of Silchester, or any other ruined Roman city, you may
find lots of the big snails that the domini terrarum imported when
they occupied this out-of-the-way island. Why does nobody eat
them now ?

However, as I have said, extremes meet : here is the bill-of-
fare of a December diner de siége given by the Paris Jockey Club :

Hors d’ceuvres. Radishes, herring mariné, onions a la Proven-
gale, slightly salt butter, gherkins, and olives.

First course. Soup of slightly salted horse, with vegetables; ass-
flesh cutlets, with carrots; mule’s liver sauté aux champignons;
horse’s lights, with white sauce; carp & la matelotte ; fried gud-
geons; celery heads, with seasoning.

Second course. Quarter of dog braised; leg of dog roasted; rats
cooked upon the ashes; rat pie, with mushrooms; eel & la broche;
salad of celery and small salad.

Dessert. Dutch cheese, apples, pears, marmalade au Kirsch,
gateau d'Italic au fromage de Chester.

This menu was composed by that renowned epicure Baron Brisse,
who, in days before the war, was wont to publish one daily in the
Liberté for the guidance of gourmets. The erudite Baron was wont
t? maintain that people who dined as he taught would never be in
difficulties, but have as good an appetite on rent-day as on any other
day in the year. Certes, it is something in favour of gastronomy,

at amid the supreme peril of Paris Baron Brisse and his friends
¢oulq cheerfully dine upon horse and dog and rat in the Chaussé
Antin. It is an aristological triumph.

The Romans, as all men know, dined in their later days on a
Stupendous scale, and defied all the rules of aristology by their
abominable excesses. When Cemsar visited Cicero at his villa, the
8reat orator writes to Atticus thus: ¢Post loram viii. in balneum ;
tune audivit de Mamurra; vultum non mutavit; unctus est; accu-

Uit ; iuericny agebat.” Mamurra was Casar’s general of engineers,
Ang also his master’s chief associate in dissipation; and what he heard
&bout him without change of countenance is supposed to have been
the severe attack made upon him by the poet Catullus. The story is,
that Cesar, instead of revenging himself on the poet, asked him to
dinner. Modern autocrats are not always so forgiving. However,
the important point in the extract is that Csesar, in order to do jus-
tice to Cicero’s dinner, took an emetic.

Still, they were moderate men in those days when compared with
their successors ; epicurism had not entirely degenerated into glut-
tony. Under the emperors, Rome became the centre of all conceiv-
able vices : all the rest of the world was taxed that its citizens, the
Jex Romuli, might be idlers in the land. When Hadrian first saw

Alexandria, a city of business, in which everybody worked for his
Yiving, the spectacle amazed him., Alexandria and s myrsd other












SUMMER LIFE IN THE STATES

Frou the middle of June to the end of October, New York, and
most of the other principal cities of the States, such as Philadelphia
and Boston—the ephemeral life of Washington ends with the break
up of Congress—resemble London greatly as it appears during the
dead season; for a general exodus of the inhabitants takes place
When the first fiery blast of the tropical summer is felt, and Go-
tham city, or the modern Athens, or the town of brotherly love, are
Reither of them really themselves again in full luxuriance until the
autumn has fairly set in and the leaves begun to fall.

When Parliament dissolves, or at least the season is over, and
the lagt whitebait dinner eaten, our sportsmen, fashionable birds,
and tourists are off to wage war on the grouse, fish in the prolific
Pools of Norway, inspect the geysers, sketch the Pyramids, investi-
8ate the new martingale system at Homburg or Baden-Baden, or
haunt the fertile shades of Ryde, Brighton, and Scarborough. The

ericans have precisely similar proclivities. The old families of
Position retire to their villas on the Hudson, or, if they belong to
he more Eastern States, betake themselves to the shores of Con-

Decticut and Rhode Island; while such of the fashionables as do
Dot make the European tour go to Longbranch, Newport, the
ite Mountains, or the Sulphur Springs in Virginia, the oldest
Anq proudest State of the Union. Shoddy frequents that hell upon
€arth Saratoga, and the plebs of the city, who are too poor to aban-
don their work, satisfy themselves with an occasional day at Coney
I%d, the Margate of Transatlantic Cockneys.
b Summer always comes in suddenly with a rush, and the first
Bking day after the middle of the year has tolled is generally a
E‘ecnrsor of what is to be expected in temperature for the next
ll~l‘vae months at least. At the commencement of the season,
AW fal thunderstorms are of periodical occurrence ; they do not last
Y'ery long, but during their continuance the forked lightning is most
¥ivid, and to look at it from any height has the exact appearance
‘& presents in one of Martin’s pictures of the Last Judgment. I
h'1\'«3 seen it playing around the knives on a dinner-table like blue
.&l‘e, with a most weird effect. The thunder peals too in long roll-
& claps, which sound as if the very heavens had fallen on the
Oofs of the houses, so intense and ear-breaking is the reverbera-
t‘On; and the rain falls, not in drops, but like a cataract, an Wik
©re poured out over the edge of some giant reservoir those. n
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in nothing but suits of white flannel, jean, or marseilles, as I be-
lieve that stuff is called of which they make white waistcoats ;
brown holland and nankeen are also favourite materials, and with
their large-brimmed sombreros, or Panama straw hats, they look
Picturesque, cool, and comfortable.

My first trip to ‘the briny’ was to Coney Island, which, as I
have before observed, much resembles Margate, the exceptions be-
ing that there is no ‘ Hall by the Sea,’ although there is many a
long wooden shed distinguished by the important appellative ‘hotel’
to take its place, and that instead of shrimps, clams form the prin-
cipal item in the dietetic scale of the visitors. This spot. occupies a
long low sandbank, covered with furze, lying at the very foot of
New York Bay, opposite Sandy Hook, and is washed freely on one
side by the waters of the Atlantic, while on the opposite extremity
it is connected by a narrow tongue of sand with the adjacent coast
of Long Island. It can thus be reached in two ways, either by the
horse cars from Brooklyn, or by steamer direct from the empire
City—in the latter case, as the water is very shallow, vou have fre-
Quently to land by boat when the tide is low, which is a very un-
Pleasant mode of getting out of a river steamboat. The drive down
18 very pretty, as one passes through a well-cultivated country all

e way, until you reach the island itself, and there are numerous
Prretty villa residences, built of wood and surrounded by verandahs,
to attract your attention. Of course, they would not do in England,
With our love of stability; but certainly these ¢ frame’ buildings, as
they are called, far eclipse our so-called Gothic residences in artistic
©foct. The bathing at Coney Island is very good, with a firm sandy

, but in the height of the season the roughs and rowdies
Xxnake the place far from an agreeable resort. My first visit is firmly
Rxmpressed upon my memory from the fact of a friend and myself,
R|xmrxious for breakfast, being unable to procure anything to eat or

ink but a kot ham sandwich and a bottle of soda-water : both .

tl’:ing perhaps very well in their way, although I had never heard

< the former before, but not capable of filling the place of the sub-

Stantial meal we desired after our long and early journey and our

Wwim in the waters of the New World.

One of the prettiest little sea-side resorts near New York that I

is Bergen Point in New Jersey, placed on an arm of the sea

termed the Kill von Kull, which separates the coast of that State

from Staten Island. It is one of the most charming places for re-

tirement that I ever saw, and has one of the most comfortable

family hotels—not a mere public caravanserai—that I ever was in
while in the States.

The general, or I should say fashionable, watering - places of
America bear a sort of vague rescinblance to those of Rnglendl.
Barstogs is 8 species of very yankified Tunbridge Wells, 2\nougy,
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ud falling off on comparison with its prototype. There are many
ne hotels, built in the usual Transatlantic fashion ; but there is no
a1ain pier, no gorgeous palaces, no band, no attractions, save the
ands under the chiff, and the dreary walk above. The bathing, too,
1 dangerous, as there is a strong under-tow ; and one cannot have
dip, however bold a swimmer, without holding on to a rope, lest
he tide should sweep you away to the ocean.

Taking the watering-places as a whole, it cannot be said that
he Americans enjoy themselves when they go off for their summer
ioliday, or if they do, it is certainly in the most languid and phleg-
natic manner. They seldom bathe, and when they do manage to
thake off their vis inertie so as to effect that object, they are clad
n the fashion that you see at Biarritz and the German baths. The
adies, of course, look nice and coquettish in their neatly-braided
tanics and wide zouave trousers; but they will wear the most
horrible-looking, wide-flapping, battered straw hats, instead of the
neat head - dresses a Frenchwoman or a Teuton girl adopts; and
the result is ugliness : for I defy even Venus herself to look piquante
in & muleteer's sombrero. And for the men : a fat Gaul looks an
tbeurd object enough in the costume of the bath, but substitute a
very lean gentleman from Boston—and they are very spare in the
matter of flesh, although great in bones—and it cannot be said that
the change is for the better. Talking of the ladies, poor Halpine,
he poet of the war, wrote some very beautiful lines on seeing his
&dye-love emerge from a dip in the sea, which I have never seen
R print over here. They are slightly erotic, but contain some very
leat word-painting.

There is a dulness about the sea-side life of cousin Jonathan
fhich is very wearisome, after a time, to any one accustomed to the
fe of the continental and English watering-places; and it is sur-
Tiging that such should be the case, when Young America is so
‘onderfully active and enterprising in business-matters. I suppose,
Owever, it results from the undue speed at which he lives during
le winter, which so prostrates him that he is incapable of exertion
uaring his leisure moments, and must experience a sort of summer
ibernation—to make a fine Irish bull. But the fact is there; day
Yer day those at Newport and Longbranch go through a dull rou-
te which would drive a muscular Christian into a state of frenzy.
hey do not walk, they will not boat; croquet is unheard of; cricket
ould not be attempted for worlds ; in fact, they do nothing. After
towing up at the breakfast-table, the ladies betake themselves to
leir bedrooms until dinner, and the men-folk lounge on rocking-
\airs in the verandah, where they chew and expectorate, and read
te latest New York papers they can get hold of, and hardly ever
ok at the sea before them. After dinner, which generally takes
ace at three or four o’clock, they rouse up sornewhat, and petheyps
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edge; or, on rounding some sharp turn, you come across a little
fairy islet jumping up from the stream, like the Lurelei of Fouqué.
It is the same all the way up, and I do not think there is a more
beautiful river in the world than the Hudson between New York
and Albany. Westpoint—the Woolwich of the United States, as it
is the great military academy for the training of cadets—is situated
at a most beautiful point of the river, where it widens into a species
of lake, and is gemmed by a thousand little islands, about sixty-four
miles from the city. The speed of the river steamers can be ima-
gined, when it is mentioned that this distance is accomplished
usaally in two hours and a half, a little over twenty-five miles per
hour; and the fare is only about ninepence for the journey, for
which you can go indeed to Albany, nearly as far again, as it is a
hundred and twenty miles from New York.

Beautiful as the scenery is in summer, however, the ¢ fall,” or
antunn, is the time to see it in perfection. The foliage then has
a richness, a perfect glory of colouring, which none but those who
have seen it could believe. Tints of all shades of glowing scarlet,
buamished gold, and russet brown, interspersed with intermediate
timts of rare purples and violets and pale sea-greens, mark the fare-
wrell dress of the Indian summer; and these colours last until the
firost sets in, and the leaves fall before the king of winter. What
& filld America with its rich colouring would have afforded Turner,
th artist of effect !

Among the inhabitants of the city, fishing parties form an
Agreeable source of relaxation, and matches are held through the
Summer at base-ball—a species of the old game of rounders that

lish boys play at school, only men play at it in the States, and
Lhere it bears the proud denomination of the < National game.” Trotting
Matches at the Fashion course in Brooklyn, and the Macquerie at
Neyw Orleans, take place at intervals, to rouse the drooping energies
Of the people through the country ; but altogether the summer sea-
Son js very dull, flat, stale, and unprofitable. If you go to a trotting
Match, you are choked with dust; if you start on a fishing excursion
dowy, the bay, you are burnt so that the skin peels off your face; if

Ou stop in the city, you are suffocated; and if you go to a watering-
b , you are bored to death. My last recollection of one is of
I"Z’ngbm.nch, and of an enforced stay there of over a fortnight, in
Orqer to obtain for the paper I represented some idea of the political
Views of General Grant, who was stopping there at the time. How
Very dull it was to be sure! The only solace I had was to observe a
Yery angular Western man as he emerged from his morning’s dip.
M Jooked in his clinging bathing-dress exactly as poor Rogers
Wsed to appear when he came downstairs with the candle in his
d as the Widow Melnotte in the burlesque of the Lady of Lyons.

) JOHN C. WUTCHERON.
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countered a welcome surprise; and with an outstretched hand she
advanced quickly to meet the figure of a gentleman, evidently wait-
ing for her. .

‘You here, Charley, after so many promises and so many de-
lays! Why, what induced you to come to-day ?’

Her words intimated that Sunday was not the day he should
have chosen for his journey; but her looks said she was only too
glad to see him there at all.

‘I arrived in town yesterday,’” he replied, warmly returning the
pressure of her hand; ‘and you know how I hate a Sunday in Lon-
don, Beatrice; so I thought I would come on and spend it here.
Besides, I want to speak to you.’

He was a dark handsome man, of about her own age, and usu-
ally appeared younger; but at the present moment there was an
expression of perplexity or pain (it would have been difficult to decide
which) upon his face, that caused him to look the elder of the two.
Yet, strange to say, the lady did not appear to notice the perturba-

tion of his features, and her answer to his remark was given lightly.

‘You don’t want any more good advice, I hope, Charley, be-
cause you know you never take it; so it is only adding insult to
Injury to ask for it.’

‘Come, that’s hardly fair, Beatrice,” he answered seriously; ‘I
&m gure I have always followed your advice when it was feasible,
and been grateful for it when it was not. Your counsel and your
Misterly affection have been the guiding-stars of my existence, and

Was not aware that I had shown myself unmindful of them.’

There appeared to be something in this last remark which grated
On the lady’s feelings ; for her playful tone was quelled at once.

‘My dear Charley, I was only joking! You know how ready
I always am to give you the help of which I am capable. What is

1t that you wish to speak to me about ?’

They had passed out of the church-porch by this time, and she
had turned into the path which led towards her home. But Charles
Leennox placed his hand upon her arm, and detained her.

¢ Stop, Beatrice! Don’t go home just yet; it is cooler now.
Lot us take a little turn together in the churchyard.’

¢ In the churchyard, Charley ?’ she asked with surprise.

¢ Yes, in the charchyard,’ he repeated; ¢ why not? I like to
Wander sometimes amongst the graves; they seem so quiet and so

; besides, I think I should like to tell you what I have to
Tell you—here.’
She placed her arm within his as he spoke, and they turned
the back of the church, and sauntered together down the
Rarrow gravel-path which bordered the resting-places of the dead.
For g fow minutes they walked in silence ; his heart seemed to be
, and hers was pondering on the coming revelation. When %
Bscoxp Bexrxs, Vor. V. F.8. Vov. XV. AN
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had given him what would have appeared to any one but lovers a
decided refusal, and affirmed she should content herself with friend-
ship for him until her life ended. But then she had always had him
for her friend—her close, intimate, inalienable friend; and whilst
she adhered to her resolution of becoming nothing nearer to him,
Mrs. Hilton had inwardly gloried in the knowledge that no other
Woman came between them.

Mr. Lennox being, on the strength of an independent income
and an expected baronetcy, that social evil—an idle man, was a gen-
tleman much addicted to getting into all manner of scrapes, except

iary ones ; and whenever he was in need of counsel or sym-
Pathy, he had been in the habit of going straight to Beatrice Hilton
for the aid which she loved to give him. Had she been called upon
to analyse her feelings in the matter, she would hardly have main-
tained that she expected this pleasant brother-and-sisterly sort of
Intercourse to go on for ever; yet it is equally true that she never
&nticipated its being cut short by marriage with any one, unless,
Indeed, it were herself. Her first impulse, therefore, on the receipt
Of Charles Lennox’s intelligence, was, that it must be untrue; her
Second, to reproach him with his perfidy; her third, to remember
that she had refused to be his wife, and thereby resigned all right
to question his proceedings ; her last, to wonder why he had chosen
o tell her of it there.

‘Why had he led her down the very path beside which lay the
bodies of her husband and her child ? why regulated his words so,
tl}at at the same moment the news of his intended marriage left
hig lips, the sacred name of ¢ Edith’ gleamed on her from the small
“Vhite cross before them, and her eyes were resting on the summer

Owers which decked her darling’s grave ?
.  Had he been doubtful with what feelings she might receive his
Intelligence—fearful lest in the privacy of her own home she might
hﬂva been betrayed into words which it would have been like sacri-
]ege to utter beside that sacred spot ? At the mere thought, a
Yoman's pride began to surge and swell in Beatrice Hilton’s breast,
Ang the tone in which she replied to Mr. Lennox’s next remark was
Taggsterly in its acted unconcern. )
¢ I have taken you by surprise, Beatrice,’ he observed.
¢ Not at all, Charley, except so far as the immediate fact is con-
Cerned. I only wonder,’ with a light laugh, ¢ you did not tell me
Of it long ago. Of course, I knew you would marry some day, and
ave often tried to picture your future wife to myself. I shall be
Curious to know if your fiancée comes up to my ideal. You must
tell me all about her, and begin at the beginning. What is her
Name? -
¢ Well, her name is Miss Ashton — Louisa Ashton,’ replied
Charles Lennox ; who, although he was very much taken with his
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Although at any moment he might have returned to Miss Ashton
anad her fascinations, Mr. Lennox did not appear disposed to quit
Hlwarstley in a hurry ; but lingered in the neighbourhood, having his
aprartments at the village inn, and spending most of his time about
thve house and grounds of Brooklands. After a few days, the reason
of this conduct on his part became apparent.

‘Where are you likely to settle after your marriage?’ demanded
M ws. Hilton of him, after he had been torturing her for the best
P&t of an hour by discussions on the subject of curtains and carpets,
axnd the relative merits of walnut and rosewood. For though Mr.
L.ennox had plenty of money, he had no fixed habitation. He was
wraiting to inherit that with the baronetcy.

‘What do you think of Moorcroft ?’ he inquired, with a mean-
imxg smile. ‘I have already applied to Moss about it.’

Moorcroft was the name of a house standing in its own grounds,
ilnd next to Brooklands, which had long been advertised to let on

Sase, '

¢ Charley, will that be advisable ?’ she inadvertently exclaimed.

“ Advisable! Why not, Beatrice ?’

* Because—because’—she was stammering now—* Miss Ashton
may not like Hurstley, you know ; it is so retired a place ; she may
find it qull.’ '

¢ She has been used to the country all her life,’ returned Charles
—<ennox ; ‘and if she had not, my wife must learn to like what I

e. I have set my heart on getting Moorcroft, Beatrice. I have
always intended, in the event of my marriage, to settle at Hurstley ;
for, with an establishment of my own to look after, I suppose I shall

compelled in some measure to abandon my dear old visits to
B"Ookla.nds, and I cannot entirely give up the pleasure of your com-
Pany. I shall want your head to guide me still, Beatrice.’

¢ You will have another adviser and counsellor now, Charley,’
she gid gently.

He laughed with real amusement at the idea.

. “You don’t know Louey Ashton, or you wouldn’t say that, Bea-
tf'lee, by Jove! She is a dear little creature, very loving and affec-
t‘%nte, and all that sort of thing ; but she’s not exactly the sort of

man that a man would go to for advice.’

At these words a thrill of pleasure ran through the breast of
‘@m. Hilton—pleasure to think that she should still be the first in
hig esteem, if not in his affection; but the next moment she had
Tebuked her weakness with a sigh, and returned to the subject which
they had in hand.

¢ But touching Mooreroft, Charley : pray think twice before you
take the place. There is no society in Hurstley, remember. Beside
the doctor’s and the clergyman’s wives, who is there fi% %o be Whe
Companion of 8 young girl reared as Miss Ashton has probebly been®
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from which her instinct prophesied no increase of pleasure for either
of them), she did not wish to refuse any assistance she could give
him; and when he had taken his departure, she derived a sad satis-
faction in procuring every article of luxury and comfort which she
thought might suit the taste or gratify the fancy of the coming bride.

It was two months before Mr. Lennox again visited Hurstley ;
and October was fast losing itself in November, as the carriage con-
taining the newly-married couple dashed up to the porch of Moor-
croft; and Beatrice, according to her friend’s earnest request, came
forward from a background of lighted lamps and blazing fires to
bid them welcome home. It was an office which she would gladly
have avoided, had she not been afraid that Charles Lennox would
guess the reason of her refusal; but being there, she determined to
be mistress of herself, though her usually pale face was flushed
Wwith excitement, and her manner was nervous and unsteady. Mr.
Lennox was the first to alight; but he had little occasion to offer
his assistance to the lissom figure which jumped out of the carriage
after him, and which he had taken by the hand, and led into the
drawing-room before Mrs. Hilton had time to reach the hall-door.

¢ Beatrice, my dear friend,’ he said earnestly, as he grasped her
hand, ¢this is real kindness on your part;’ and then, turning to
hig wife, he continued: ¢ Now, Mrs. Lennox, off with all these
Wraps, and prove I deserve a little credit for my choice ;’ and with
Playful roughness he unwound the warm shawl in which she was
©nwveloped, and dragged the blushing girl forward beneath the bright
lamplight.

She was lovely— enchanting—almost perfect! Mrs. Hilton,
Sarely as she had tortured herself with imagining the various beau-
Ties of Charles Lennox’s bride, had never dreamt she could be so
f&ir a thing as this; and as she gazed at her, she heaved a heavy
Amward sigh, and wondered no more that she herself had been for-
&otten.

- In stature she was middle-sized ; in figure, slight but rounded ;
Am complexion, fair and rosy; but all this was nothing to her ideal-
{gtic face, whence two large blue eyes, surmounting a piquante nose
®|nd curved red lips, gleamed out from beneath a nest of golden
<urls, which, in addition to the fashionable chevelure of the day,
Ray thickly sbout her forehead and the nape of her neck. She
Qooked to Beatrice Hilton like some fancy portrait of a lovely girl,
mo rare and delicate and unearthly was her beauty ; and after the
first maddening stab of jealousy was past, her feeling was to take
the childish figure in her arms, and beg of those wondering star-
like eyes to look upon her kindly. And the same impulse seemed
to move Louisa Lennox. Her first glance at her husband’s friend,
of whom she had heard so much, was shy, and almost fearful, as
though she expected to be criticised, and perhaps not approved of ;
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‘I don’t know, my dear,’ said the elder woman, in a voice
which rather restrained the other’s eagerness. ‘I cannot promise ;
I have lived now for some time alone, and I do not think I should
care to break through my usual solitary habits.’

Mentally she had writhed beneath the familiar mention of Mr.
Lenmox from Louisa’s lips, but such pain was as nothing compared
to the pang with which she now heard that he had already dis-
l:::d her past sorrows, and the remedy for them, with his girlish

The remedy! Good heavens! was he going to offer to bind
up her broken heart by the society of this child, and the sight of
his own devotion to her? He must be made of stonc or adamant
himsgelf, to fancy such a thing was possible! She could not help
1t; but Mrs. Lennox’s proposition, though kindly made, seemed to
close, instead of open, her heart farther to her; and it was in a
Constrained tone that she suggested that the dinner must be almost
ready; upon which they descended together to the dining-room.

¢ Good-night !” said Beatrice Hilton, with forced gaiety, as she
advanced towards Charles Lennox. ‘I hope the dinner will be to
Your taste; but you have an excellent cook, and Mrs. Lennox will
find she has but to order a thing to have it. Good-night to both
of you !’

‘ You are not going !" he exclaimed, with real concern; ¢surely
You will stay and dine with us !’

¢Surely I will do no such thing, Charley! I am tired and

y; and I want nothing but a cup of tea at home—so, please
me go.’

‘0, no! you must not go—you must not, indeed. I quite
Teckoned on your spending the evening with us. I have a thousand
things to say.’

‘Then you must say them to your wife, or keep them till to-
Mmorrow. I really am not in a fit state for being catechised td-
Right.’

¢ Are you in earnest, Beatrice ?’ he reiterated, with a look of
©natreaty. ¢ You will greatly disappoint me if you persist in going.’

€0, nonsense !’ she replied, with a light laugh; ¢you can do
Very well without me, and I am in no mind for anything but bed
this evening ;" and with a final good-night to the bride, who stood
Tegarding rather rucfully her husband’s look of chagrin, Mrs. Hilton

eft the room.

She would have liked to stay with him ; she, too, had a thou-
Qand things to say, which had bubbled up to the surface of her
Xnind at the sight of her old friend; but she felt that she could
Xyot say them, she could not trust herself to say them, whilst that
&olden-haired apparition sat at the other end of the table, and called
Qim ¢ Charley.’
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‘O, but I do! I shall never be a companion for him like you
Tave been, Mrs. Hilton. I'm too young, I suppose, or too foolish.
Xe said so before we had been married a fortnight;’ and the in-
formation was accompanied by a light laugh, intended to cover the
annoyance it had evidently caused.

‘Then it was & great shame of him,’ returned Beatrice Hilton
indignantly.

And she felt indignant about it. Some one had been the means,
by this marriage, of causing her a great pang; but it certainly was
not this girl, who had married her lover almost in ignorance of the

existence of such a person as herself. And at the thought that
Lonisa’s happiness might be sacrificed in the matter as well as her
own, all her sympathies were aroused, and she looked with new
interest on the fair young face beside her, and resolved that, if need
were, she would not shrink from pointing out his duty to Charles
Lennox. So when, after the lapse of some weeks, she found that
various hints were unavailing, and that he continued to appear at
Brooklands whenever she was not at Moorcroft, she summoned up
all her courage, and spoke boldly on the subject to him.

¢ Charley, why are you over here this evening? Louisa must be
Yery lonely by herself.’

‘I might put a similar question, and say, why are you not at
Moorcroft 2’

‘I do not see the point of that. Besides, I cannot be always at
Moorcroft. I have duties at home.’

‘Well, I don’t want to keep you from your duties. Go on with
them as you always used to do, and let me smoke in peace. I'm
Very happy.’

‘Yes ; but, Charley,’ said Beatrice gently, as she halted beside
is chair, ¢ you must remember that things are not as they used to

, and that your time is no longer your own to fritter away at
rooklands as you choose.’
. “My time not my own ? I should like to know who the devil’s
1t is, then!

¢ It belongs to your wife,” she answered firmly. ¢ Your duty
Calls you in another direction, and you have no right to spend your
€venings here, whilst she sits alone at Moorcroft.’

¢ 0, she’s happy enough! Yqu don’t know Louey yet, Beatrice.
8he’s a perfect child, and amused with any nonsense.’

I know quite enough of her to be aware that she must feel your
umeglect, Charley. But even were it not so, I owe a duty to myself;
and I must forbid your coming here in this familiar manner without
your wife.’

¢ The deuce !’ he exclaimed with real earnestness. Do you
mean, Beatrice, to condemn me to pass all my evenings at Moor-
croft, without a soul to speak to ?’
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¢ You have Louisa.’

‘Pish I’

¢It’s no use talking in that way. You have married her, and
must do what is right by her. At all events, I will not be the one
to sanction your acting otherwise.’

1 suppose you're tired of me; got a new friend perhaps, and
I am in the way. Is it so, Beatrice ?’

The tears rushed to her eyes; but she would not let him see
them, and turned away to gather strength before she answered him

¢ That was not spoken like yourself, Charley. We have beex
friends, very close friends, for years, as you well know, and I hopa
we shall continue so till death. But I should not be your friend, i
I aided you in doing what I know is wrong. So, once for all, coma
to Brooklands whenever you like, day or night my house is open ta
you; but when you come, you must bring Louisa also.’

He grumbled for several minutes like a chidden child, and them
he snddenly broke out with a fierce oath :

¢ I wish to Heaven I had never been such a fool! When happiness
was just within my grasp, to throw it all away for a mere face—a—

¢ Charley !’

Her soft hand was laid upon his mouth, her sweet serious eyes
gazed steadily into his own. The look and touch quieted him. Ha
turned his head away and spoke no more.

¢Go home mnow, Charley,’ she said, when her voice was agair
steady ; ¢go home, and make the best of what you find there ; anc
the best is very sweet and very lovable, if you will but open youws
eyes and see it.’

But Mr. Lennox did not choose to see it. Exiled, as he termec
it, from the place with which he had expected to keep up his olc
relations, and scarcely ever seeing Beatrice Hilton except in the
company of his wife, before whom he elected to believe it was im-
possible to converse on any rational subject, he became first gloomy,
then morose, and finally quitted Moorcroft abruptly to pay a visit tc
some friends in London, and remained away for more than & month.

During that time Mrs. Hilton saw a great deal of his young
wife ; and the more she saw, the more she liked her. Louisa Lennox
was not clever—there was no doubt of that; such extreme beauty
as hers is seldom allied to mental power. But though childish and
commonplace, she was, what her husband had designated her before
their marriage, a ¢ very lovable and companionable child;’ and the
very manner in which she clung to Beatrice Hilton, and openly con-
fessed her superiority, made the heart of the woman whom she had
supplanted warm towards her, as though a daughter had claimed her
sympathies. Beatrice Hilton had been tcmbly jealous of this gu'l
before she had seen her and Charles Lennox together, she had ima-
gined her beauty and his adoration of it, until she had felt ready to
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destroy herself for being so old and plain and grief-stricken as to

have lost the power of charming him. But now she could be jealous

no longer ; and a great compassion for both of them—for her friend
who had blighted his happiness, and the young girl whose happiness
he was blighting—took the place of that feeling. She had been
supplanted by a face, but it was only for a moment; and she saw
that the reaction was causing a remorse on her lover’s part almost
insdequate to his crime. If Beatrice Hilton had been a dishonour-
able woman, she would have seized such an opportunity for reassert-
ing her claim on Charles L.ennox’s heart ; but she was not. She
was all that is most pure and true and womanly ; and, far from such
s desire arising in her, she grieved more for his disappointment than
ber own, and resolved to do everything she could to cement the tie
which should exist between the husband and his wife. Louisa was
very affectionate and confidential with her during the time of Mr.
Lennox’s ‘absence ; but Beatrice could nqt help perceiving that whilst
ghe regretted her own impotency to establish a claim om her husband’s
affections, she had evidently a strong suspicion that he had at some
time felt more than friendship for the woman to whom she confided it.
¢ And I can’t think, dear Mrs. Hilton,’ she would conclude, peer-

ing wistfally into her companion’s face, ¢ if Charley required so much
in his wife, why he didn’t tell me of it beforehand, or choose some-
body else—somebody like yourself, for instance, who understands
all his ways and wishes, and can talk to him on politics, or any of

those dry subjects about which I understand nothing.’

¢ And for not understanding which you are all the more charm-
ing, dear child,” Mrs. Hilton would reply, with the blood suffusing
her cheeks beneath Louisa’s scrutiny. ¢ Politics belong to men ; a
woman’s vocation is to.love and to look pretty.’

‘ But Charley says that is all I can do, and that a doll can do as
much,’ replied Mrs. Lennox despondently. And then Mrs. Hilton
looked down at her perfect features, and thought how she was but
another instance of the small power which beauty—by itself and
once familiar—retains over men.

But when Charles Lennox returned, matters seemed to grow
worse instead of better.

¢ I wish you would speak to Louisa,’ he would come grumbling
to Beatrice’s side. ¢ The house is all topsy-turvy. The servants
do exactly as they pleasc; and it appears to me that she does no-
thing but smirk at herself in the glass all day long.’

¢ No, Charley; you must excuse me. Louisa is your wife, and
you are not a boy. All that I can do in the way of friendship I will ;
but to find fault, if it be necessary, is your province, and I cannot
consent to accept it from you.’

And then she would be compelled to hear the other side of the
question.
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lections. Yet she felt that she was a stumbling-block in th
of Charles Lennox’s perfect union with his wife ; that, as lc
she remained in their company, he would always be liable to
pare Louisa unfavourably with herself; and that this might e
destroying all their peace of mind for ever. And therefore s
solved that she would be the one to take the initiative, and
them to themselves, as from the first she felt they ought to
been. She did not tell Mr. Lennox of her resolation, kn
beforehand the arguments with which he wonld attempt to w
it; but she stole away from Brooklands on a visit to her rels
and the next thing he heard was that Mrs. Hilton was going al
and that the estate was to let for seven or fourteen years.
¢ You blame me,’ she wrote in answer to Charles Lennox
proachful remonstrance on the subject, ¢ for taking this step w
consulting yourself; but forgive me, dear friend, for saying ths
are the last person I could bave spoken to upon the matter ;
feel you would have attempted to persuade me to act in a
contrary to what I know to be wisest and most right. D
upon it, that for Louisa, for you, and for myself, it is best -
should leave Brooklands ; and that, when this first pain of &
tion is over, you will acknowledge the same. You have tried, Ch
to effect an utter impossibility—and that is, to make the :
relations which have so long subsisted between us compatibl
the higher duties you have taken on yourself. You would haw
on trying to combine the two, until you had made us all mise
perhaps—God only knows, we are so weak—even criminal.
leave you with your wife, and entreat you, by the remembra
our former love, to go hand in hand with me in this undert
and not make my sacrifice, which I frankly acknowledge to be
of no avail. You ask for my futurc address ; but that I cann
you. I am fond of travelling ; and hope to move about a gooc
and visit many places of which I have no present knowledge -
name. But a letter to my agents will always be forwarded
as early as possible; and through them I hope often to hea
you and Louisa are well, both in body and mind.” And ther
an earncst heartfclt blessing, the letter concluded; and C
Lennox had scen the last of Beatrice Hilton for many, many
#” * * * * * L4
But not for ever. There came a time when her noble st
of sclf brought forth fruit with power to heal the trouble of h
Five years afterwards, we find her in Brussels, gazing out
apartment windows on the pleasant boulevards, and wonderi
she watches the stream of pedestrians and crowd of vehicles
part she has in that gay company. Five ycars had not passe
her, as may well be credited, without leaving some traces ¢
flight ; but lonely and void of sympathy as they had been, th
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brought her no fresh trouble, and had proved less harassing than
those which she had spent in the company of Charles Lennox and his
wife. So that the face of Beatrice Hilton, as it looked thoughtfully
out of the window, though not less subdued and quict than it had
been at Hurstley, was far more peaceful and at rest. She had tra-
velled all over the Continent during her term of exile—having visited
Ttaly, Switzerland, Germany, and France; and now, havingjust
returned from a long tour in Holland, she was resting at Brussels,
and debating whether she should take a trip to England, before
crossing the Pyrenees into Spain, as she intended to do. She wanted
to see her own relations : and she very much longed to take a peep
at her old friends, now Sir Charles and Lady Lennox, and the chil-
dren, of whose advent she had heard with the greatest interest. She
thought she might ventare to visit them again now; five years was
a long interval ; mutual ties had sprung up to cement their con-
Jjugal affection, and Louisa’s letters to herself never breathed any-
thing but a spirit of the most perfect contentment. Besides, she

felt a great desire to see ¢ Charley’ in his proper position as master

of the splendid estate Frapperton Hall, which he had inherited with

the title ; and, in consequence of moving about, she had received

no letters from them, or news from home, for several months past.

Indeed, she had but just written to her agents, desiring them to for-

ward her letters at once to Brussels ; and as she sat at the window,

8he was calculating how soon they would arrive, and what a budget

of news she should receive from that long interval of silence. A

8ervant entered with a salver : was it possible the facteur had ar-

Tived? No; it was only a visiting card ; but it was past the hour for
Calling, she could see no one—so she said, as she took the card
An her hand ; but her mind soon altered a3 she read the name upon
At—- Sir Charles Lennox.” Heavens ! was it possible he had found
er out, and crossed expressly to see her! How kind, how good of

!

Her face flushed scarlet with pleasure and surprise; her hands
Lrembled ; her voice shook ; she counld hardly give the order for his
¥dmittance. And when the servant had descended with her answer,
®he flew to the first landing, and felt as though he never would
accomplish the long flight of stairs which parted them.

¢ Charley !’

¢ Beatrice !’

With both hands outstretched, the friends greeted one another,
and met with a firm warm clasp, whilst their eyes glowed with
affection and delight. There was no recollection at that moment
of the weary years which had separated them, nor of the woman
who had comec between them; but their thoughts leapt backward
to the time when they were all in all to one another, and lover met
lover on the landing of the staircase. But the glow faded, the


















MODERN FIELD-GUNS 381

solid wall behind the charge ; and by giving a half-turn again to the
digk, the screw revolves, the wedges are tightened, and the breech
of the gun is effectually closed. Such is the famous Prussian field-
piece which has performed so marvellous a part in innumerable
actions during the late campaign.

And it is a very good gun indeed, but not for onc single instant

to be compared to our muzzle-loading nine or sixteen pounder. For
the wedge system possesses nearly all the disadvantages which I have
before alluded to as attaching to breech-loading screw guns, and
one other besides. There is always a tendency—I say a tendency,
for as far as I know it has never occurred in practice—for the
wedges to try and release themselves, when the concussion caused
by the sudden ignition of the powder-gas takes place. The result
18 of course very considerable straining of all the complicated ma-
chinery within the wedge chamber. The Prussians, however, say
that they worked well, and that scarcely any instances occurred
daring the whole of the campaign when they were found to fail.
But we must remember the weapons which they had to encounter.
A large proportion of the French artillery were armed with rifled
bronze guns, which could only be fired with a weak charge, and
only required the employment of correspondingly weak charges to
be fired from the artillery of their enemies. Hence the Krupp field-
Piece can hardly be said to have undergone a sufficiently trying or-
deal. What would be the result, were it to be strained up to high
charges, it is impossible to anticipate.

Under any circumstances, if the Emperor has a secrviceable
“Weigpon in the cast-steel four-pounder, our government has an infi-
Dtely superior one in the muzzle-loading sixteen-pounder; and if
Such satisfactory results have been obtained by the employment of

€ former during a gigantic campaign such as that which has just
clOBed, we may with reasonable confidence expect still greater re-
Sults, should the active energies of the latter weapon ever be called
to play. Backed by it, and the dreaded ¢ Gatling,’ the nature of
Whoge terrors I hope to expatiate upon in a subsequent paper, our
&rmies may justly challenge the artillery of the entire globe; and
u any of our neighbours, deceived by the appearance of careless se-
Curity displayed by the British Lion, venture to presume upon his
€eming pusillanimous aversion to war, or are silly enough to arouse

, they may find to their cost that, although his claws are sheathed

at present, they are nevertheless sharp, and can scratch upon an

Smergency. May such an occasion never arise! War is a positive
083 to many, and a gain to no one. Let us, then, rather seek so to
Prepare ourselves against any contingency that may occur, by con-
Stituting a well-organised system of self-defence, that neighbouring
uations may see our strength in its oneness of purpose, and recog-
uise our attributes as those of a great people.
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bono? was the perhaps not unnatural interrogatory of the Edin-
th tradesfolk. It was all very well this ¢ general holiday’ for
ing-houses and hotels; but how about the shops? The con-
ience was, that many shop-proprietors not merely declined to
up their shutters, but to hang out the modicum of bunting
ipted as the conventional symbol of jubilance. Hence the very
ial decorations of the street which presents the most perfect
wrtanity for artificial adornment. The aspect of Princes-street
Nednesday, the pseudo-centenary, was simply depressing.
Severe lionising mitigated by ices; lounging and flirtation a la
rétion in the Princes-strcet Gardens—that was the order of the
. Of course we stopped and stared at the house in Castle-street
sh Sir Walter occupied, and where he, great, noble, indefatigable
, toiled away in spite of difficulties and depressious such as few
. have ever encountered. Egqually of course, too, we made an
sion into the Court of Session, and criticised the seat which
it in his clerkly days used to occupy.

Then we did Arthur’s Seat and Holyrood, and from Calton Hill
-eyed the view, which is probably one of the fairest in this island
he broad expanse of water and hill, heather and loch. There,
ight in front of us, we could see right away to the Frith of Forth,
t away down to the Bass Rock. The air was abnormslly elear,
the sun’s gleams lit up the gold of the corn-fields, shone down
e upon homely cottage nestling by the hill- or water-side and
ely suburban villa. There behind us were the Pentlands, blue
beautiful ; and above all presided the mighty spirit of Sir Walter.
7as a curious contrast, that which met us upon our descent into
town. On a series of steeds of dilapidated appearance there rode,
straggling procession, some two hundred members of a second-
» eircus troupe, who were supposed to represent different charac-
i of Scott’s novels. There was Cedric the Saxon, and there, in
int juxtaposition, an individual designed to preserve to posterity
1 von Dousterswivel. Meg Merrilies rode side by side with
llie Nicol Jarvie, and Effie Deans was accompanied by Rob Roy.
» act of homage to the creations of the novelist was touching, but
ra8 not without a strong soupgon of the ludicrous. And in this
non we whiled away our time throughout the tropical hours of
dnesday. The actual centenary celebration was yet to come;
Barmecide's feast in the Corn-exchange had yet to be consumed;
aches and anguish consequent upon such a repletion, consisting
iour sherry, very second-rate claret, unripe fruit, and cake, were
to be endured. At six o’clock we were driven, sheep-like and
esisting, into a large room. Mismanagement had reached its
minating point. Something had been said about the distribution
e seats according to scttled principles of order. The mayors of
glish towns and the analogous functionaries of Scotch looked
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one asks what middle-aged means, we answer boldly, ¢ Fifty ;' saxxd
if any one grumbles, and says, ‘I call that more than middle-aged ,’
we say we cannot help it—that is our notion of middle-age. Bmt if
Sir Thomas was fifty, how old was Lady Carlton ? That, it mu st
be owned, is a more difficult question to answer; but when vee
remember that Lady Carlton was married out of the nursery whe=?
not quite eighteen, and that her two daughters are, the elder nine="
teen and the younger eighteen, we may safely put her down as unde== ra
forty, though what margin remains to her below that age we woup "
rather leave it to ladies to settle than determine ourselves. ¢ The— ‘J
they were both middle-aged,” some one exclaims; °regular ole=
fogies.” Here let us reason with this exclaimer, and first inquire /’;
How is it possible for the world to exist, and, what is much more® -
to the present purpose, for novels to be written, if there are nc> *
middle-aged people in the world? All things have an end and pur— =
pose here on earth, and so have men of fifty and women of forty,« — '
especially if the men are well-to-do, with nice houses, and the==
women still charming, as women just below forty are very apt to be. — ="
Again, if there were no middle-aged people, how should we have any~—Y
young blood, in which, of course, all the force and passion of our—s T
stery runs riot ? Ah! if the middle-aged would only remember that—-at
‘they were once as young and giddy as the wildest of these unbackedlE=» d
colts and fillics, and if the young would but reflect that the day wi

surely come, unless they are prematurely cut off, when they, 100, *©;
will be old fogics—if that were so, the young and the middle-agedicm=d
would be more charitable, and the wheels of life would revolve s 8
deal more smoothly than is too often the case.

But lct us get on. As it is, the reader has only been introduced= =
to Sir Thomas and Lady Carlton, and farther informed of the facl =
that they are middle-aged and have two daughters. Sir Thomase =38!
Carlton is a baronet and a merchant in the City. A long time agc» ==
one of his ancestors—for it must not be forgotten that even mer——=r=r
chants in the City may have ancestors—lent the Government ot<> ©
George 1. a large sum of money ; we believe it was when the Stuarter It
were giving the House of Hanover great trouble ; and in return the»
prime minister of that day made him a baromet. Nowadays, oz« ¢
course, he would have been made a peer; but we were more fruga” == 2!
of our honours a hundred and fifty years ago; and so Mr. Thomaes =8
Carlton of Lombard-street was only made Sir Thomas Carlton. ¢ M= -
baronet in 1715 and not a peer in 1870,” some of you will say. ~#—=7
“and the firm prospering all that time. That is what one can nevex “=>¢
understand.” And then you run over on your fingers all the noble» Xl
houses which, since 1715, have sprung up on the mushroom-bed o <=
Lombard-street, and nume the Smiths and Joneses, and Lloyds and # ad
Browns, who are now peers; and not merely Irish peers, but peer=s — -*
of the realm and the United Kingdom ; and again you say,  How="""
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3 it that the Carltons escaped a peerage ? We quite admit this
stion is hard to answer ; indeed, when we think of it, we often
ader why we are not all peers. Our wonder is perhaps tempered
the reflection, that in a nation of peers a commoner would be the
st distinguished person in the realm. But in this particular case
ihe Carltons, we believe the reason is to be found in the fact
t they were always in opposition, after that fatal baronetcy was
towed. So that when the Whigs were in office, the Sir Thomas
Iton of that day was a Tory; and when the Tories came in, the
d of the firm was a Whig. Besides which, from time immemorial
ad been the maxim of the house to mind their business and not
into Parliament ; and thus they had coniinued merchant princes,
wing richer and richer as the wealth of England waxed, investing
good securities, laying out their savings in land, respected on
ange, not ruining themselves by having too many children, now
then buying good pictures and objects of art, but never wasting
r money on second-rate things because they were ¢ so cheap.’
a word, living honestly, honourably, and happily, and dying at
se and in charity with all men. This particular Sir Thomas of
m we are talking was a tall handsome man, with a bald massive
d, a bright eye, and a very good set of teeth. His expression
peculiarly cheerful and pleasant ; and yet he had a firm look, as
1gh his word was as good as his deed, and the man better than
1. As to intellect and mind, he made no parade of learning, and
erally said little in conversation ; but it was often remarked,
t when Sir Thomas Carlton said anything, it was sure to be worth
:ning to. His only fault was that he was sometimes a little
3sy’ about his wife and children.
Lady Carlton was, as we have already intimated, a very charm-
woman. She was a distant cousin of her husband’s; and having
ried early a man ten years or more older than herself, her cha-
ser had been formed in great measure by him. On some points,
8 the case with all women, she had a will of her own; but as a
» her will was to do what her husband wished ; and as he, for
pert, was far too sensible ever to interfere in those matters in
ch she had a will, the result was, that no houses were more har-
nious, so far as husband and wife were concerned, than No. —
svenor -square and High Beech, where we now find this happy
| most united pair. Here we are reminded that this is a painfully
itographic age, and that no moral description is complete unless
ompanied by a personal portrait. Well, then, what was Lady
dton like ? We have already said she was close upon forty; but
reality she looked much younger. There are some forms and
a8, indeed, which have gone through soul persecutions as trying
those of the early Christians ; women who have been thrown into
» fiery furnace of adversity, like Shadrach, Meshach, and Abed-
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find that it was almost time for luncheon. She had forgotten how

time flies when you spend one half the morning in planning a

Party with your husband, and the other in writing the invitations
R ecessary to give that plan effect.

CuartER II.
WHAT HIGH BEECH WAS LIKE.

Now let us leave Lady Carlton and her daughters to get their
Yan cheon in peace ; let us not follow Sir Thomas to Lombard-street,
!"lt let us linger at High Beech all alone, and say what sort of house
2t was. There was a tradition in the country that High Beech had
been built by Inigo Jones, but whether there was any truth in the
©lief, no one could say. The nearest approach to certainty in the
M atter was, that the house belonged to the age of Inigo Jones,
Ang that it was, like so many mansions, ascribed to him on very
Slender authority. But whoever built it, High Beech was a noble
Quse. Externally it formed three sides of a square, consisting of
R  high centre and two lower wings, one of which contained the
Stables, and the other the offices. The middle was in the Renaissance
Style of red brick decorated with pilasters, and with dormer windows
1n the top story. Besides being tall, it was broad and deep; and
&g, when you see a tall, deep-chested, broad-backed man, you say,
* X am sure that fellow has good lungs,” so, when you looked at
High Beech, you said, ¢ What a spacious house ! I am sure every
Ome is well housed and lodged within its walls.” Nor would your
Judgment have been mistaken. Inside, High Beech was comfort
itself, and you felt that no damp could ever penetrate such solid
walls. The entrance was by a flight of steps leading up to & por-
tico, and though some said the portico was an eyesore, there could
be no doubt that it was a great protection to the outer hall from the
«@ast wind. From this outer hall one passed into an inner one, and
once inside it, one felt that the east wind might blow till his cheeks
cracked, for not one puff could ever make its way so far. That
inner hall was very spacious, panelled with black oak, and hung
with portraits of the Carlton family and their friends. High Beech
had come into the possession of the Carltons about the time of that
loan to the Government of George I.’s time. Before that it had
belonged to a family named Shaw, who lent money in their day to
Charles II., and when they died.out, the Carltons bought it. In the
centre of the hall was a magnificent oak staircase, as black with
age, and as slippery with rubbing, as any staircase could be. It
would have been well if any record existed to tell how many of the
Shaws in old time and of the Carltons in the last century had got
their deaths by falling down those polished stairs. But, alas! no
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books ! said a child who was taken to see the room. ¢ Have you read
them all, Lady Carlton ?” As the jewels of Cornelia were her chil-
dren, so books were the ornament of that library. High up on the
top of the cases, out of the reach of criticism, were a few ambiguous
ancestors, a bust or two of classical worthies, and six or seven Etrus-
can vases; but beyond these, as the child said, the library was ¢ all
books.’

Now we have got as far as the angle of the house at that corner,
and turn into two splendid drawing-rooms, which filled the whole
fromt of the house facing the park. From a sort of alcove in the
centre of that front, a flight of steps led down to a terrace, and then
another flight to another terrace, and so on to a third, beyond which
was a ‘haha.” Between each terrace, down to the ¢ haha,’ was an
Italian garden and smooth lawns, on which rare shrubs and conifers
flourished ; and beyond all was the park, with its fine old free-stand-
ing trees and its herd of deer, which, in that year 1870 of which we
Wrrite, were eagerly cropping the grass which was soon to render their
haunches such objects of interest to aldermen in particular, and all
&luttons in general.

But we must not walk out of the house, even though June with
all its leaves and warmth is hard upon us. We must go back, and
Lilee trusty showmen take our readers the round of the house. Where
Were we? In the middle of the drawing-rooms. As we are not
Q pholsterers, suffice it to say that they were filled with costly far-
Diture, and ‘replete,” as the advertisements say, ‘with every luxury

fitting a family of distinction.” We shall soon have to return to
thiem; g0 let us hasten on with our bird’s-eye view, and enter at the
Axgle opposite to the library into the boudoir of Lady Carlton—not
& very large room, but evidently the abode of ease and taste. Far-
thaer than that, on this first morning, we cannot go. Beyond it was
the dining-room, which nearly filled up the space which answered to
the breakfast-room and library on the opposite side of the hall, and
"W ag approached by a door from the drawing-rooms, which opened into

e hall under the noble staircase, of which and its slipperiness we
hay, already spoken. :

And now, as the reader may be supposed to know something of
the ground-floor at High Beech, we may take him upstairs. That
SIiPpery staircase, after it had climbed half way up the height of the
8round-floor, divided into two flights, right and left. By them we
2scend to a gallery, from which we have a fine view of the hall; and

encec we proceed on either hand down spacious passages, lighted
& each end by wide and lofty windows. At the end of cach of
these passages we find flights of stairs to an upper story of rooms;
and above these again we find another story of attics, lighted by
the dormer windows, which form a feature of the house from the
outside.



898 THREE TO ONE

But now that we have left the ground-floor and got up into thil]
region of housemaids and bedrooms, we are not about to be so ba—
at present as to lead our readers into any of these bedrooms. Ify—~
peep into bedrooms in a strange house, who can tell what may W
fall you? We shall have to speak a little of these rooms fart™gy
on; but at this period of our story, when we have as yet scarc~e
set foot over the threshold of High Beech, and hardly know ones
its inmates, how can we push into their bedrooms, either with o
without knocking ? Every right-minded reader must see that sudh
a proceeding would be manifestly most improper; and so readem
that are more curious than right-minded must restrain their desires,
and wait till we can ask them to enter a bedroom without the fear of
finding oneself thrust out by a lady’s-maid, and the door slammed
in our faces.

¢ Why, then, did you take us up that slippery staircase, if we
are to see nothing, and then walk down delicately, like Agag, 8
though we were treading on eggs? For several reasons, resder.
First, because the staircase was slippery, and we wished to see if
you could walk down with the jauntiness of that king of Amalek
Secondly, because we wished to see whether you were a snob, who
is fond of peeping and prying into things which do not concern yo.
Thirdly, because there was nothing to see up there, as the rooms
were all empty. And fourthly, because we wished to take you some-
where else. We would say ¢ elsewhither,” only having said once I8
a letter to a lady that we were going ¢ elsewhither,’” she asked s1-
other friend whose house ¢ Elsewhither’ was, as we had written to
say that we were going to it on a visit. After this lesson, we sdvist
all readers and all writers to be cautious in writing good and gram-
matical English, lest it should happen to them, as it happened to
to think we were using an adverb of place, and to find it had beed
mistaken to mean a place itself.

¢ Elsewhere, then : where is that, if we are not to see the bed-
rooms ?°  Well, there are two elsewheres, as you may all find somé
day to your cost. You may either go to the offices and the kitehen
if you think that gluttony is the best policy, though for ourselves #¢
have a wholesome fear of the cook's dish-clout, and much prefer 10
judge of kitchens as of men, by their works. We advise you, there*
fore, to leave the kitchen to itself, and come with us to the stablel:
in the opposite wing, and see the horses. ¢ You don’t like horses?
Why, what & man you must be! ¢O, but you are not a msn—
all readers are not men—some of them are women, and you are 8
woman.” Here, again, we observe that you must be a very
woman if you do not like horses, and looking at them. You b
better come with us and see the stables, or we shall set you dowd
at once as one of those wicked women who work horses to death,
who pay cabmen sixpence a mile, and when they job horses, drive
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them about all day, and make them stand out for hours in the cold
at night, and then wonder how it is that their unhappy coachman
looks so wan and pinched next morning, and how the horses lose
their flesh, and their coats stare as though they had been ridden by
a nightmare. Do you still say that you will not go to the stables ?
Then, as you can’t be forced, stay away; but had you gone, you
would have seen a most original old coschman and many fine horses,
including two belonging to Alice and Florence Carlton, who were very
fond of them as well as of riding.

CuarteR III.
THE YOUNG LADIES AT LUNCHEON.

As we turn from the stables and look at the back of the house,
where the entrance really is, we see the two daughters of the house
Gripping up the stone steps, warned by the luncheon-gong to make

home. High Beech was in all respects a punctual, regular
©use. Breakfast, luncheon, and dinner were served to the minute,
&amd if the commercial career of the house of Carlton conveyed any
Txoral, it was that of the absolute value of time. In this respect,
You see this Carlton House was the very reverse of another Carlton
M ouse of which we have all read or heard, and which stood where
Carlton-terrace, and Carlton-gardens, and the Athenseum, and the
vellers’, and the Reform Clubs now stand; and so, while the
of the Carltons at High Beech flourished and prospered like a
T»ay-tree, the other has been long since pulled down, its site built
ver, and its very name half-forgotten.

Bat there are the two young ladies tripping up the steps, while
r story halts to moralise. There they were ; and you could even
Tell from their backs that they were young and happy. Let them
= off, merry young things, in the warm sunshine; we can never
<aich them now, and see their faces. We must wait till they come
<Rown to luncheon. )

They were not long in making their appearance; and found
Their mother waiting for them. And now a most uncharitable thing
Tmust be said. In no other point of view was High Beech more for-
Cunate than in this : in it the age of governesses was past. Their

reign was over. There are of course exceptions to every
Tule, and some families have been very happy with their governesses;

t in general they are little better than policemen in women’s
Clothes, or rather female detectives with whom you have to be on
Intimate terms. But this is very wicked and shocking, you say ?
Soit is; but is it not the very truth? Look at it in another way.

88 any man ever known to be on familiar terms with a policeman?
Cooks, indeed, appeal to them when butlers and footmen sre wneym-
Pathetic; but we doubt whether policemen have any res) friends ook
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of the force. In fact you cap’t be good friends with & man who
able to take you up at ahy mogent. In this respect policemen a
like the National Guards in Paris in 1871. They have no friend
You might as well pull the Chief Justice of England by the bea
as take any liberty with a policeman ; and yet what is the governe
in the family but a worse policeman? There the wretched bei
is, between the servants on the one side and the family on the othe
Sometimes the servants won’t wait on her; and once there was
governess who was found starved to death because none of the d
mestics, male or female, would ¢ demean’ themselves, as they term
it, by taking up her meals to the schoolroom. On the other han
if she is treated as one of the family, as the lady who is to bring
your children like ladies ought to be, she is a perpetual bore, ai
everything like confidential conversation between husband and wi
becomes impossible. How many secrets would Brown have told b
wife, if Miss Parker had not come in just at that very moment? A
how much gossip would not Mrs. Brown have repeated to her hu
band at or after dinner, unless the same lady had been seated
the side of the table, staring them in the face? Talk of a skel
ton in a cupboard in every family! a governess is a skeleton out
it. Three are proverbially no company; but what shall we call
company of three—two of whom are husband and wife, and th
third a governess ? The result generally is, that a governess is nc
treated as one of the family; and then in what a painfal position i
the family placed, knowing that a very estimable person, to whot
they are mainly indebted for their education, so far as the daughter
are concerned, is condemned by their own selfishness and love
ease to perpetual solitary confinement ?

Happy therefore, and thrice happy, were the Carlton family, it
asmuch as the daughters were beyond the age of governesses, an
that Sir Thomas and Lady Carlton were no longer compelled to kee
a resident policeman in petticoats.

¢ Well, girls,’ said Lady Carlton, ¢it is all settled. I have pe
suaded your father to have a few friends down here on the 1st ¢
June, and I have asked—’

¢ Who, who, mamma ?’ exclaimed both the young ladies at onc:

‘Don’t be so impatient. No one is coming that you care fi
very much. No young ladies, I mean.’

“Yes,” said Florence, the elder, and livelier, and bolder of tt
two; ‘but then there are other persons than young ladies in tl
world.’

¢ Very true,” answered her mother. ¢ There are old men ar
women, and men and women of middle age, and women who
neither very old nor very young; and so we have begun by askin
Lady Sweetapple.’

‘ Dear Lady Sweetapple!’ said Alice. ‘I am so fond of her!’
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w* More than I am,’ burst out Florence. I don’t like her. She
I call a flirt ; and besides, she takes away my partners, and
i I call unfair in a widow.’

" 0, Florry !’ said Alice, ‘ how can you say such horrid things ?
shouldn’t young widows dance if they like it ? I am sure you
never lost a partner on account of Lady Sweetapple.’

¢I'm not so sure of that,” said her sister ; ¢ but even if I don’t,
I say again it isn’t fair in a widow who has had what I call her
chance, to return to unmarried life, as it were, and, if you must have
it, to poach on the preserves of young ladies.’

1 suppose, then,’ said Lady Carlton, ¢ you would banish poor
Lady Sweetapple to the region of real preserves, and condemn her
. toendless jam and jelly making, as ladies who had had their chance,
| a8 you eall it, in ancient days used to spend their widowed lives.

Bat I rather agree with Alice, and do not at all see why young
widows like Lady Sweetapple should not dance, provided they dance
well, and are attractive enough to get partners.’
¢ Well, mamma,’ said the forward Florry, ¢ it is no use arguing
the matter when you and Alice are agreed. The fact is, you both
are much fonder of Lady Sweetapple than I am, or shall ever be.
When Alice knows more of the world, and has seen her nicest part-
ners carried off after supper by that odious Lady Sweetapple, she
won’t like her any better than 1.’
¢ Well, let us drop Lady Sweetapple,’ said Lady Carlton, ¢ and
eat our luncheon in peace and charity with all men and women.”
¢ I wish that were always so easy, mamma,’ said Florry. ¢Dear
me, what vexations there are in life !’
»  *Dreadful, my dear,’ said her mother with a laugh. ¢ Two sea-
" or rather one and a half, have turned you into a moralist, as
as the asserter of young ladies’ rights against widows and mar-
women.’
¢Don't tease poor Florry, mamma,’ said Alice; ¢but do tell us
is coming besides Lady Sweetapple.’
:  “Here is the list,’ said Lady Carlton. ¢r. and Mrs. Marjoram,
Mr. Beeswing, Colonel and Mrs. Barker, Edward Vernon and Harry
. dlertescue, and, I forgot, Count Pantouflies.’
£ .. *Well, I must say,’ said Florry, ¢ the company improves as it
' } on.  As for Mr. and Mrs. Marjoram, I shall get on very well
1 them. They never quarrel except with themselves; and if you
‘man contrive to keep them apart and out of one another’s sight the
swhole time they are here, no doubt they will be very happy, and
away declaring they have had a charming visit. Mrs. Barker
8 good creature. I only wish she had studied the harmony of
eolours a little more. Nor is the Colonel bad company till he begins
to tell one of his Indian stories. Mr. Beeswing is always delight-
fal. I, for one, am glad he is coming, if for no other reason than
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ten you say that you like to see young men like Harry Fortescue
nter heartily into the amusements of life. Both views are per-
ectly compatible with Christian duty, and I, for one, am sure that
-trust the day will never come when Englishmen and Englishwomen
ill either pursue pleasure as though it were the sole end and aim
f existence, or look so morosely on cheerful and harmless amuse-
nents as to turn society into & Methodist meeting-house.’

¢Well, mamma,’ said Miss Florence, ‘I am sure both Alice
ad I are much obliged to you for your able explanation and recon-
ilistion of duty and amusement; but what I want to know is,
vlly we can’t amuse ourselves mthout thinking of anything else.
118 so provoking, just when you are looking forward to a waltz, to
ind your partner trying to coax you into a conservatory, or linger-
ng in the recess of a window, only to babble out a few disjointed
rords, which mean nothing but that he hopes and trusts that at .
ome future time, if all goes well, he may look forward to—what ?
thy, only to meeting one again! As if one would ever care to meet
man again who wastes the precious moments, which ought to be
pent in whirling round the room, in such unmeaning nothings!
‘bat’s why I like Harry Fortescue ; he never wastes time in phil-
ndering. If he has anything to say, he says it outright. And as
r dancing, I do declare, after a season and a half’s experience,
lere never was such a dancer.’

‘No one can say that you are not an enthusiastic advocate for
aneing,’ said Lady Carlton, as she gave her eldest daughter a kiss,
appy in the pleasure and loveliness of her children, and perhaps
ot without a feeling of relief that neither of them as yet had shown
ny decided preference for any one of the many young men whom
1ey met in society.

CuarTeER IV.
THE INVITATIONS ARE ACCEPTED.

Now we must leave High Beech for a while, and turn to Lon-
on; and first we will go to No. — Lowndes-street, and call on
ady Sweetapple. We are early, and find her just come down to
reakfast ; but we make no apology, for novelists are like physicians
-they call at all hours on their characters; and though the doctor
metimes finds his patients ¢ not at home,’” we never yet knew a
wracter who denied himself to his novelist.

And now, before Lady Sweetapple is aware of our presence, we
ill take a good look at her, and sce what she is like. How old
as she 2 To this question we answer boldly, Lady Swectapple was
wer thirty. Of course, you might be taken to the Pecrage and
aronetage, and there you would soon find the reputed, or reported,
re of Amicia Lady Sweetapple, the young widow of Sir John Sweet-
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apple, of Quarendon Hall, in North Devon. But as novelists oug®"
to know best about the ages of their creations, being, in fact, sm
authority far above Dod, or Debrett, or Burke, we scorn to takemm
mean advantage of a lady, and say merely that Lady Sweetapyyy
was under thirty. She might, to look at her, have been twenty-£==%
or twenty-seven ; but she certainly was not above thirty. She vwme
not very tall, and her figure was rather slight, though she was v—
well-shaped, and so perhaps looked rather slighter than she res=wj
was. Her complexion was, if you understand what we mean by <}
term, a fair brunette. Her eyes were a soft Irish gray, and thwen
was, in fact, a dash of Milesian blood in her composition. She Thsd
a very pretty mouth, firm, and at the same time full : her nose was
straight and fine, with very beautiful, delicate nostrils. She had
small ears and hands and feet, and altogether was a very attractive
woman. We see at once, therefore, that Florence Carlton was right
when she said she was the sort of woman to take away nice partners
from young ladies ; and in society she had two great advantages, if
women so situated know how to make use of them. She was &
widow, and unfettered—her own chaperone, in fact; and she was
nearly thirty, that very turning-point of a woman’s life, before which
some people have asserted that a woman is not a woman. Here is
the French saying : ¢ Femme n'est pas femme que quand elle a trente
ans.’” 'Who it was that said it we cannot say, but whoever said it
was a shrewd observer of women’s nature; and certainly in Lady
Sweetapple’s case he would have been quite right. It was impos-
sible to look at Lady Sweetapple and not to feel, whatever differ-
ence of opinion there might be about her looks, that you had before
you a woman of rare natural gifts, and with the power to make ssd
havoc on the human heart. I don’t think her the least good-look:
ing,” man after man said ; and yet almost every man who approached
felt drawn to her, and had to make her acquaintance, whether he
would or no. In this respect she was as arrant a siren as thoug;h
she had lived all her days on those ‘diamond rocks’ in the Strsits
of Messina ; and we very much doubt whether Ulysses or Jason, oF
any of those ancient worthies, could have resisted the advances of
Lady Sweetapple, if she had been seen ¢ sleeking her soft alluring
locks’ with her golden comb, and singing a low soft song of love:
And now, when we have added that she was notoriously more 8
man’s than a woman’s beauty, we have said almost all that ¢
have to say about her just mow. The real fact was, that most
women were too afraid of her to admire her; for if it be true thab
‘perfect love casteth out fear,” the converse is no less sure, that
perfect fear casteth out love.

Here let it be remarked, that landowners in North Devon have
one great advantage. They are so out of the way that few people
care what they do. So it comes about that a Devonshire scandal is
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half such an exposure as one in the home counties; and while
ne could dare to run away from his wife and children for a sea-
in Hertfordshire or Surrey or Essex, the same crime might be
mitted in the valleys of the Taw and the Torridge, or beyond
e in Cornwall, and so on quite down to the Land’s End itself, and
ne out of the West of England would be one whit the wiser.
Somehow or other there was a veil over the early history of
y Sweetapple, and yet no one could say a word against her. She
been born, it was said, or at any rate educated, abroad, and
when very young—perhaps after she had been put to school
those very sirens in the Straits of Messina—she had met and
ied Sir John Sweetapple, then on a roving tour in his yacht.
y had only been married a year or two, having lived for the most
still abroad, when Sir John died, and was buried with his fore-
s in Quarendon Abbey, which you may find in a nook some-
re along the North Devon coast, if you strain your eyes hard
igh and long enough.
The siren had no children. Perhaps the race was destined to
out with her, the last of the old stock. Perhaps not, for the
d is brisk, and the strain strong and stout. Perbaps there will
r be a time when there are no sirens. Those who have suf-
1 by them will say, ¢ Would to heaven the whole race of sirens
1 extinet!” Those who have not will exclaim, ¢ What folly!
y are a very harmless race. Why should they die out any more
.Lord Tankerville’s white cattle and the great awk ? Let them
poor things, were it only for our instruction and amusement.’
When Sir John died he left no direct heir to inherit the title ;
went to a distant cousin. But he made his will, as the hus-
ls of sirens often do; and what the will said was, that Quaren-
Abbey, and all the Swectapple estates, and all the personalty,
he—everything, in short, that Sir John had to leave, was to
1g absolutely to his ¢ dear wife Amicia.’
)f course, when the will was known, all the wise women of the
t said, ¢ What a shame not to leave a penny to his lawful heir!
what comes of marrying a siren.” In saying which these very
people quite forgot that Sir John had always been madly in
with Lady Sweetapple, while he detested his heir, as is the
te of some men who are childless. Nor did they consider that
sia had been a good and faithful wife to Sir John. As for the
men of the West, they did not at all agree with the wise
en. They all thought Sir John had only done his duty by his
; and, to tell the truth, there was not one of them unmarried
would not have given his little finger to have married the siren,
she would have none of them. She had never been very fond
orth Devon even in Sir John’s time, as the air was too damp
the neighbours too dull; and so, to make a very long story
coxp Bxeies, Vor. V. F.8. Vor. XV. DD
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short, she lived mostly in London, at No. — Lowndes-street, whemmmm
it must be remembered that we are paying her a visit on the 2=
of May 1870.

¢ A letter from Lady Carlton,’ said the siren in a soft volmma
which would have melted the heart of Mentor himself. ¢ What s
Lady Carlton have to say ?’ and as she said this, Lady Sweetap—wp}
tossed the letter down with a grace that would have charmed amn)
man'’s heart.

So the siren had breakfast, & meal which did not take long, and
then she opened the letter.

¢To go to High Beech on the 1st of June to meet—ryes! hat
is the question, to meet whom ? How provoking! it only says to
meet ““a few friends.” What a fortunate pair Sir John and L.ady
Carlton are in having a few friends! Some people have no friends,
only acquaintances or enemies. I wonder who these few friends can
be, and whether there are any of my friends among them. Let me
consider and guess. It doesn’t take a second to guess that Mr. Bees-
wing will be there. He is such a great friend of both Sir John and
Lady Carlton. How happy is the man who knows really how to
hold with the hare and run with the hounds! in other words, to be
equally agreeable to both husband and wife. Yes! he will be ther®
for certain. I don’t much like him, nor does he care for me, that 3
can see; but the house will never be dull where Mr. Beeswing is
guest. Who else? Ah! I remember,” with a hurry of voice and
slight flush of face,  Harry Fortescue will be there. He told me?®
that Sir Thomas had asked him yesterday to go down to High Beech,=
and that he hoped I might be there. This, no doubt, is the invita-~
tion he meant. Yes, I will go to High Beech on the 1st of June.

I am sure I shall be very happy—when Mr. Beeswing is in the
house, and Harry Fortescue as well.’

Now we have seen enough of Lady Sweetapple, and we will go
to Grosvenor-mansions, and pay Mr. Beeswing a visit. He, too, is
just up when we arrive. Had we gone first to him we should have
found him in bed, for middle-aged bachelors are less early in their
habits than sirens under thirty. Here we have him in his dressing-
gown and slippers, a well-preserved, clean-shaven man of fifty-five.

As we have already said, Edward Beeswing was a younger son
of the Earl of Port. It was a fine old Irish family, always renowned
for wit and good fellowship. Sir Edward Beeswing had a great
sharc in negotiating the Mcthuen treaty, which made us, as is
well-known, a nation of port drinkers. The First Minister of the
day, who had a dry sense of humour, and wished to reward the
cminent diplomatist, gave him a pension on the Civil List by making
him Hereditary Holder of the King’s Corkscrew whenever it pleased
his majesty to visit that part of his dominions called Ireland, and at
the same time raised him to the peerage as Baron Port. For eminent
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ablic services at elections, and for docility at the time of the Union,
te barony of Port had risen to the earldom of the same name; and
» some thirty years ago, when the second Earl of Port died, Edward
eeswing, then twenty-five years of age, and one of the finest and
w08t fashionable young men about town, found himself with an an-
ity of five hundred a year charged on the very encumbered estate
[ his elder brother, and with no other prospects. What he would
ave done at the present day it is impossible to say, but his elder
rother, who, most luckily, was a Whig, went to Lord Melbourne
nd got his brother made a Commissioner of Outland Revenue, or
wemembrancer of her Majesty’s Conscience, or some equally im-
ortant sinecure, on which, and on his irregularly-paid annuity, he
ad subsisted ever since.

For the rest, he was a genial, pleasant man, equally liked by
oth men and women. To the last he gave good advice, founded
n ample experience of all the affections of the heart, and towards
he first he was never arrogant, but, on the contrary, most courteous
nd forbearing ; for he said, ¢ Though I am an old fogey, what in
he world is the use of becoming as crusty as my elder brother, and
f forgetting that I once was a wild young fellow, hardly ever out of
lifficalties ?’

Let us hear what he says in answer to Lady Carlton. ¢ An in-
ritation for the 1st of June to High Beech. Well, I must say Lady
Jarlton is & most faithful friend, and so is Sir Thomas. There are
lways pleasant people at their parties. I am luckily disengaged,
2d I shall most certainly accept.’” So he accepted, and we may
Ipect to see him at High Beech on the 1st of June.

Mr. and Mrs. Marjoram live, as you know, in Great Cumberland-
reet, Hyde-park, in a great musty old house that looked as if it
\d never been painted or cleaned since the time of Adam. When
u were inside it, it smelt strongly of hay and apples, as though it
ere a loft and store-room combined. It was one of those houses
0 in which the servant who opened the door looked as though he
\d just got out of bed and huddled on his clothes; and, call at what
yur you might, there was either a wagon of coals at the door, or a
asherwoman’s cart, or a dustman carting away cinders. Whether
tere were back-stairs or not, no one could tell ; but it was a fact that,
; all hours of the day, slatternly housemaids, with brooms and pails,
ere perpetually running up and down the front stairs. The friends
! Mrs. Marjoram said it was all Mr. Marjoram’s fault, he was so
articular; and all Mr. Marjoram’s friends agreed in laying the
lame on Mrs. Marjoram, she was so untidy. As for ourselves, wo
acline to side with either party. We respect Mr. Marjoram, and
read his wife; our only object in this story is to prevent them from
narrelling in public. As to what they may do at home we do not
ire a straw.
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¢ That must wait for an answer till Mr. Marjoram comes do
said Mrs. Marjoram. ¢ What a shame it is that he will be alv
late for breakfast !’

This was at nine o’clock—an hour at which many would tl
a man at the end of May, in the height of the London season, 1
not have been abused for being five minutes late for breakfas
nine.

.It so happened that, before the five minutes were over, d
came Mr. Marjoram.

¢ Late again for prayers, Mr. Marjoram,’ said his wife. ‘I«
you would consider what a shocking example you set to the servar

‘ My dear,’ said Mr. Marjoram, ‘it is really not my fault -
morning. Yesterday, I admit, I was a little late after that 1
dinner at the Mansion House ; but this morning, just as I was con
down, I fell over a dust-pan which Mary had left on the land
and I bruised my shin so that the skin is all off for two inches.’

Having said this, the unhappy Marjoram rubbed his shin,
looked imploringly for mercy.

But as the judges say to the wretches they are about to sente
to death, ¢ If you think of mercy, you must turn your eyesto a w
and better tribunal,’ there was no mercy for her husband wl
Mrs. Marjoram was concerned.

¢ And pray where were your eyes, Mr. Marjoram, when you
over the dust-pan ? You might as well say that you had fallen do
stairs because you had no legs. Why, I ask, did you not see
dust-pan? No doubt poor Mary left it there when she ran do
stairs to prayers; and if you had come down when the bell rang,
would have been here before she put down the pan, and so could
have fallen over it. The pain therefore which you now suffe
caused by your own sin of omission, and should be looked on rat
as a salutary warning than as a cause of complaint and repin
Another time, Mr. Marjoram, no doubt you will be down to pra)
before Mary has time to leave the dust-pan in your way.’

After this exhortation to early rising and prayer-going, the
happy Marjoram was suffered to eat his breakfast in silence and ¢
parative peace. When he had finished it he was about to bolt
the door, and so secure his retreat to the hall, where he would }
seized his hat and umbrella and escaped from the house to the C
That was what he did on most mornings, except Sunday, wher
was led off to church by Mrs. Marjoram. But on this partic
morning it was not fated that he should so escape.

¢ Mr. Marjoram,” said Mrs. Marjoram in a sepulchral voice,
have something to say to you.’

‘Yes, my dear; pray say it,” said Mr. Marjoram, with a sidelc
seal-like wriggle towards the door.

‘Do you, then, decline to hear me, Mr. Marjoram ?" said his'
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xmentor, executing a rapid flank movement, which placed her between
Ter victim and the door.
¢0, no, my dear, certainly not,” said Mr. Marjoram. ¢Only I
an rather in a hurry to-day, as there is much to do in the City.’
‘Here is an invitation from Lady Carlton for the 1st of June.
Will you go, Mr. Marjoram ?’
‘I will do as you like, my dear,’ said the unhappy Marjoram.
‘How often have I to repeat, Mr. Marjoram, that it gives me
no pleasure to go out into the world? If you do as I please, you
will stay at home.’
‘My dear,’ said Mr. Marjoram, ‘I think we had better go. It
will do you good to be relieved from the care of a house for a few
days, and though you will never believe me, there is no one better
fitted than yourself to shine in society.’
¢ Mr. Marjoram,’ said his better half, ¢ when you married me I
was perhaps what you say ; but now I am a wreck, a shadow. Every
age has its cares, Mr. Marjoram, and no age has more than that of
& middle-aged married woman.’
Was Mrs. Marjoram to be believed when she said this 2 If the
truth be told, she was telling an awful story. She was neither a
wreck nor a shadow. She slept well and ate well, had everything
her own way, and ruled Mr. Marjoram with a rod of iron. In her
heart she wished very much to go to High Beech, but she thought
1t yould give her husband an advantage over her if she showed
Pleasure at the prospect of going; and so she made it appear as
though she was going, if she went at all, solely because he wished it.
All this was very wrong and cross-grained ; but, alas, it is too often
the way of the world. There are in this vale of tears and groans
any Mrs. Marjorams.
¢ Well, then,’ said Mr. Marjoram, who began to think ruefully
Of his business in the City, ¢ I suppose you will write and say we
shal] pe very happy to go. I like Sir Thomas and Lady Carlton,
anq they would both like you, if you would only let them.’
¢ 0, do not run away with the idea that it will give me the least
Pleagure. Iam always much better at home in my own place—a
Woman's place—at the head of my household.’

¢ But you will write and accept the invitation ?’ said Mr. Mar-
.'ol‘am_

¢ Yes, on the understanding that I go to pleasc you, and not
©Xpecting any satisfaction in the visit.’

Having got so far, Mr. Marjoram thought probably that he had
Won a great victory, for he vanished as quickly as he could, and
Was soon seen limping along Great Cumberland-street with his
broken shin, on his way to the City.

When he was gone, his domestic tyrant sat down and accepted
¢ dear Lady Carlton’s’ invitation ¢ with very great pleasure.’
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CHAPTER V.

HARRY AND EDWARD AT BREAKFAST.

Epwarp VERNox and Harry Fortescue lived in the same lodgings.. a
in Eccleston-street, Belgravia. Thirty years ago they would havems —
lived in chambers in the Temple or Lincoln’s-inn, and they woulom &
have been much more comfortable. They would have had a clerliC —,
between them, whose chief duty would have been to stick up bits a—mo
paper in the mouth of the letter-box, ¢ Return in half an hour,’ ¢ Amsm{
‘Westminster,” ¢ On Sessions,” ¢ On Circuit.” On all which noticee==s
we need only remark, that there have been cases where an unfortunafilmte
visitor has returned at intervals of thirty minutes for three succemme=s-
sive hours, and always found the same notice staring him in the facmme—e,
But in these days of progress few young barristers—for that was tt—==e
profession of these bosom friends—ever live altogether at chamber—s.
They had a set of rooms in common in Pump-court, and a clerk, ==sa8
was the case in old times, and he stuck up much the same illuso. 1y
notices, as though the business of these Siamese barristers were i__n-
creasing so fast that he, their clerk, would soon take a ten-room— ed
housc—that supreme object of every clerk’s ambition. But in realmmmmty
the friends lived for the most part in that street in Belgravim—is,
and though they went sometimes to the Temple, they were mm==ot
nearly so attentive to business as they might have been. In sev
respects their condition was strangely alike ; they were both w —==ell
born, both younger sons, and both orphans. The only relation in
life that either of them had was an elder brother. As for consir—w®s
that bond of affinity which Scotchmen worship and Englishm <o
detest, they had none of them. No doubt it was this likeness «©f
condition that had drawn Edward Vernon and Henry Fortescue 0
closely together at Eton, had continued their friendship at Oxford,
and still kept them so near together in London. In one other point
they were very like. They were both cursed with a competence,
and that was the real reason why they were so careless in the pur-
suit of their profession. ‘Do you sec that pothouse,’ said Chief-
Justice Earwig to one of his great admirers, when they were posting
out of London to York, to try twelve Luddites, afterwards to be
hanged all of & row. ‘Do you see that pothouse in Carey-street,
Lincoln’s-inn 2 Well, for twenty years of my life, when I was a
young man, I dined every day at five o’clock, on a beef-steak, at
that housc. I never went into society, and never read a book when
out of court, except onc on law.” Having told which bit of domestic
history in a husky voice, the chief-justice sank into the corner of
his chariot, and left his marshal and admirer to draw the inference
that the Law has always been a jealous mistress to those who woo her.

But certainly neither Edward Vernon nor Harry Fortescue were
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be to wait on us and attend to our wants! See, therefore, how -~
short-sighted heads of families are who complain of the younger -
members of their family coming down so late to breakfast ! There =
would often be no breakfast at all, if we all appeared together; and &=,
this is said with all due respect to all those virtuous fathers and M,
mothers who breakfast regularly at eight, supported by ten olives=m -
branches—five daughters on one side, and five sons on the other— —gy
It is no use their saying that they get their breakfast regularly servedm =
at that hour. For, after all, what is their breakfast ? French eggs ==,
Irish butter, cold toast, slack-baked bread, and watercresses. Alwayr —<zrs
tea, and never coffee. On such fare every family would be regularwe— r,
cvery member of it must come down early, were it only to eat amme=ms
little of it as possible, and so got over the nauseous meal, and be—dbe
oft about his business as soon as ever he can.

But it was at no such niggardly breakfast that Edward ame——=d
Harry were seated at half-past twelve on that morning of the 28=3d
of May 1870. One liked tea and the other coffee, and they bofe— th
liked chocolate. So they had all three. As for chocolate, it nev- —er
quenches thirst ; so they had that first, and then one had tea arwmend
the other coffee. Now don’t hold up your hands, Mrs. Economy, amme—nd
shriek out against such awful waste. Of course it was, and far bett.—ter
would it have been for these unearnest young men had they bem —=en
living as the holy anchorites of old in the desert near the Natre ——on
Lakes—munching parched peas and writing out the Bible on go=m= 4t
skins. If we all had our way and did our duty, we might have t - —Sthe
millennium down upon us in, say, a hundred years. But this is —wsmnot
a story about the millennium, and though there will be no wicke=mm ed-
ness in it, it must tell of the ways of the world, and one of the bu——flbad
ways of the world is, that young men who are not forced to work = for
their bread will not get up early if they have been dancing th. s e€Ir
legs off till four o’clock the night before. Nor is it perhaps to <P
wondered that two young men, who had never had a real want -
their lives, should under all the circumstances make themselves 3 &
comfortable as they could. Whatever, therefore, Mrs. Economy m s—s8!
say, and however much she may hold up her hands, we proceed xiu
say that the pair had fresh eggs, and devilled kidneys, and press 2= 35¢
beef on the table before them. O yes! and there was a dish =0
prawns on the sideboard, which came from Charles’s, and, wor—sC “®rs!
still, a Strasburg pie, into which Edward Vernon was digging wi ’f,’:"b
a spoon at the very moment of our visit. It is a common fictiee #%7
with parents of the early-to-bed-and-carly-to-rise school, that goirss— /&
to balls saps the constitution and leads the way to an early grav—="%"
This is another of those pious frauds which should be hissed off e
stage by public opinion. It is much to be doubted whether dancir=2
ever hurt man or woman, unless they had a heart disease. Agai Z7
how inconsequent are the enemies of balls ! Does Parliament, whex
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& number of respectable middle-aged gentlemen for the most part
spend their evenings in an endless round of dulness, rarely relieved
by & brilliant or even a lively debate—does Parliament, with its in-
terminable clauses and committees, and morning sittings and late
divisions, sap the constitution of our legislators and prepare them
for the inroads of consumption? Why should a man, and a young
man, ruin his health by meeting five nights out of the week with a
number of young people of his own age, both men and women, and
enjoy himself by dancing away in very pleasant company some of
his superfluous énergy? Do those sallow-faced students who burn
the midnight oil in the worship of Themis, or whatever other god-
dess presides over the law, never injure their eyes, or their lives, or
their looks ? €O yes,” you say; but that is all for the sake of
8cience and learning. All respect, we say, to science and learning ;
but consider, if we were all scientific and learned, what a place of
torment this world would be. Besides, we can’t all be scientific
and learned ; our heads are not strong enough for it. We can’t all
be as wise as Pythagoras or Socrates, though we may look a deal
Iore handsome than the last philosopher, who, if therc are actions
in the Elysian Fields, ought long ago to have instructed Gorgias or
Protagoras to take proceedings against the sculptor who carved his
bust. The result of this long discussion therefore is, that there is
Toom for every one on earth ; and just as in the natural world there
|are elephants, and birds of paradise, and owls, and beetles, so in
the world of society there are men who are meant to work, and men
“vho are meant to play and look pretty. Two such pretty men were
XEdward and Harry ; and it seems to us just as natural that Edward
should be digging into a Strasburg pie at half-past twelve, as that
|t that very same hour, in Mr. Sheepskin’s chambers, in Pump-
<ourt, their fellow students, vho were not as lazy as themselves,
should have already mastered ¢ >veral precedents, which they had duly
entered in a big book bound in rough calf.

¢ Rather jolly this !” said Edward. ¢Here is an invitation to
High Beech. I should so like to see Alice Carlton again. She’ll
be a nice girl when she has got over the shyness of her first season.’

¢ Of course Lady Carlton has asked me too,’ said Harry. ¢Just
look at my letters while I am digging out this truffle. Certainly
that fellow, Artzner, does make most famous pies. Are they really
all made out of the livers of geese? I say, old fellow, what a lot
of geese there must be in Strasburg !’

‘Yes, and in London too,’ said Edward. ¢ What a pity it is
that we two can’t set up a pie manufactory, and boil down the livers
of all the geese we know !’

¢ It wouldn’t pay, Edward ; there are too many of them. Goose
pies would become a drug, as they say of money in the City articles
of the newspapers. We should never get rid of them.’
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¢It would be worth trying, if they weren’t so unwhole
Chances are, after we had killed our geese and made their
into pies, some fool of a doctor, bribed by Mother Goose h
would write a letter to the Times, telling how & patient of his
goose-liver pie last Christmas-day, and died out of hand, with
so much time for repentance as to make his will, thus catti
medical attendant off from that expected legacy.’

¢ Don’t be bitter, Edward, and don’t abuse the faculty.
can tell how soon we may want their help? What do you
that stupid old Lady Proudfoot said to me last night ?’

¢ Sure I can’t tell—something nasty, I daresay,’ said Edv

¢ Why she came up with an air of great concern, just as
taking Miss Frolick down to supper, and said, ‘ Dear me, Mr.
tescue, I should never have known you again—how thin anc
you have got ! This all comes from reading the law, I suppos

¢ Just like her !’ said Edward. ¢ All because you did not
with Miss Proudfoot. But how, I ask, can any one dance wi
daughter ? She has no ear, can’t dance, clings to you whe
waltz like a wet blanket, and is besides very ugly, and witk
word to say for herself.’

¢ At any rate,’ said Harry, ¢ that’s not the way to mal
dance with her. As for being thin and pale, we both deny it.
about the thinness—weren’'t we, to our disgust, more than
stone heavier than we had ever been in our lives when we we
weighed ? And, so far as paleness goes, I think if we only k
the glass we shall see that we are as blooming as roses.’

As he said this, Harry Fortescue looked at himself in the
which, even though it was a lodging-house glass, and very :
represent features and faces all awry, could not fail to refle
form and face of a very handsome young man.

¢ There is no use putting oneself out at what old wome:
Edward,’ said Harry. ¢Let them rave, as Tennyson says.
can’t talk away our health or youth. The age of witches is
They can’t stick pins into waxzen figures of us and make us
slowly away; and so, old fellow, let us snap our fingers at
Proudfoot and all her works.’

¢ Wisest plan,’ said Edward, ¢is not to snap your fingers :
woman, old or young. If they can’t bewitch us, old women ca
our characters with their tongues. Best take my rule, Harr
good friends with young women, and show respect to the old
that was why, in spite of all those wicked inventions of hers
mother might have seen me taking a spin round the room witl
Proudfoot after supper; only you could not see us, for you
flirting with Lady Sweetapple in the conservatory.’

¢ Lady Sweetapple is a very charming woman,’ said Harry
what shall we do about High Beech ? Of course we will b
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m happy to go. They are very charming people, and we both like
girls.’

‘But you don’t know whether you are asked, Harry,’ said
Edward. ¢ You haven’t opened your letter. You take it all for
granted.’

‘Don’t I?’ cried Harry. I should just think I was. I met
Sir Thomas yesterday afternoon, and he asked me in person; and
part of that flirtation which you accuse me of having had with Lady
Swectapple last night was spent in telling her that I was going to
High Beech, and I wished she were going too.’

‘Very mean to keep a fellow in the dark all this while,’ said
Edward. ¢ Why, I might have accepted another invitation, and so
misged seeing that charming Alice.’

¢ Alas, I may turn the tables on you,’ said Harry, ¢ and ask how
I was to know that they were going to ask you. Sir Thomas said
Dothing about it.’

‘You might have taken it for granted,’ said Edward. ¢But
Dever mind, it is all right; and we will both go, and we shall be
Very happy with the Carltons for a day or two.’
alo ‘I wonder if they will ask Lady Sweetapple 2’ said Harry, half

ud.

‘0, Harry !’ said Edward, putting on the air and accent of a
'N[_entor, ‘how often have I warned you against the fascination of
Widows! Listen to what one of the old fathers says on that sub-
.lect. It must be true, for I heard it at divinity lectures at Oxford.

¢ All women,” says St. Cyprian, ““are vile reptiles, which should be

Crushed without mercy by right-minded men. But as for widows,

ey are venomous snakes, who twine themselves round young men,
A&nq drag them down to hell.” Be warned, I say.’

‘I don’t believe in St. Cyprian, Edward. Now I think of it,
he was a black man ; and what should he know about white widows?
X don’t know why you should be so solemn about Lady Swectapple ;
bat 1 think I can promise you, so far as your friend Cyprian is con-
©exned, that if I ever marry a widow, it sha'n’t be a black one.’

CHaPTER VI.
COUNT PANTOTUFFLES AND COLONEL AND MRS. BARKER.

WHEN Count Pantouffles received Lady Carlton’s letter, he was
in ecstasies, as all the members of that distinguished family inva-
Tigbly are. No reader is to ask to what legation Count Pantouffles
was attached. He came of a race which belongs to all nationalities
alike, and we have all of us met, all over Germany, before it was
united, with a Graf von Pantoffel, the very counterpart of the
Count Pantouffles of our story. Any of you that chooses to take
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the trouble may run him to earth in imagination; but beware of
betaking yourselves to the Almanach de Gotha, or of fixing on an
individual what is in reality the portrait of a class.

Count Pantouffles lived in a little house in a by-street in May-
fair; that is to say, he slept there, and there he had a cup of
coffee and a rusk before his breakfast, but all the rest of the day
he spent at the Diplomatic Club. He was a tall handsome man,
with the blackest hair and best-trimmed moustache and beard in
the world. His clothes fitted him like wax, and he spoke English
tolerably. He was not very original or very bright; but we
English must recollect that we are most of us not very shining
lights when we speak the language of another country. None o:
you shall ever know what the Count’s own language was; and.
above all things, you are not to suppose he was a Frenchmaw
because his name was Pantouffles; for are there not, as we have
said, Pantouffles in all the countries under the sun? He had beem
so long in the country, though he was not at all old, that som..
people thought the country from which he was accredited to th.
Court of St. James had forgotten his existence; but in all probas
bility he fulfilled his mission to the supreme satisfaction of his sove=
reign, and that, and no other, was the reason why he was not res
moved from England. Popular he most decidedly was ; most men an~
all women liked him. He had plenty of small-talk, a serene smiles
and filled a gap at a table more ornamentally than most men. Hi
great merit was that, though he was full of engagements, he wa
almost always disengaged. How he managed this most difficul
point, it is hard to say. Many people fancied he must often have
eaten two dinners on the same day; but as no one could say tha
he had ever been with him at those two dinners, that fact, if it were
a fact, remained a supposition incapable of proof.

He too, when he got Lady Carlton’s invitation, sat down and
accepted it at once.

So now they have all accepted but Colonel and Mrs. Barker.
The Colonel had been a schoolfellow of Sir Thomas Carlton. Then,
when the baronet went to Oxford, ¢ Jerry’ Barker, as he was called
at school, went into the army. As all the ways in the world lead
to Rome, so all soldicring, sooner or later, ends in India; and tc
India Mr. Barker proceeded in duc course. He was then a licutenant
in her Majesty’s —th Foot Fire-eaters, and he had not long beer
in Benares before he fell a victim, not to the cholera or jungle
fever, but to a heart disease; in other words, he married Mrs.
Barker, the daughter of the general who commanded the station,
and who was confessedly the beauty of the cantonments. That was
not one of the unfortunate unions of this world. No one could have
had a more devoted husband than Mrs. Barker, and no wife was
more constant than Mr. Barker's. She was not one of those re-
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laid down his razor or buckled his stock without coughing than
people can get through the Athanasian Creed without gapir
church. Why they do it they cannot tell ; and so it was with Co
Barker. He could not tell why he coughed, but he always con
all the same.

When they came down to breakfast there were no such s«
and bickerings as those which rendered Mr. Marjoram’s life so i
able. On the contrary, it was Mrs. Barker’s duty and pleasu
make her dear Colonel as comfortable as possible, and if she ev
the cause of his death, it will be by kindness. At that breal
table was always to be found the newest milk, the richest er
the freshest eggs, the best bacon, the nicest little omelettes
best-made tea and coffee, and though last not least, the wit
table-cloth in the whole parish of Paddington. Now, none o
turn up your noses at Paddington, as if it were an abode only f
owls and bats. Many good people live in Paddington, though
a long way off; and though it was said that Mrs. Barker had
on Paddington for their residence, in order that she might kee)
Colonel away from the United Service and Oriental Clubs, an
have him all to herself, we believe it was a wicked story, and
they only set up their tent in Paddington because they liked it b
than any other part of London.

¢ Jerry, dear,’” said Mrs. Barker, ¢ what do you think ? He
an invitation for the 1st of June from Lady Carlton. Shall we

¢ Of course we will, if you like it. Tom Carlton is now al
my oldest friend ; but mind, Mary, you have a new dress, an
sure you take with you the emerald brooch which I bought you
the capture of the Ram Chowder’s hill fort.’

¢ As if I was likely to forget either the one or the other, J.
I always take a pride in wearing that emerald, which reminds 1
your valour; and as for the new dress, we do not go out so
that I cannot afford one when Lady Carlton is good cnough t«
us to High Beech.’

‘ Very well, dear,’ said the faithful Colonel, ¢ and now I
have breakfast. It must be quite five minutes after the regul
time;’ and then, without morc ado, Colonel Barker chargec
pieces of resistance marshalled on the table with as much dete
ation as if they had been the Ram Chowder's hill fort itself.

At last, when the enemy had been utterly routed and rec
to confess the supremacy of his gastric juice, Colonel Barker pa
and looking up kindly to his wife, who had long since ceasec
operations against the common foe, he said,

‘ By the bye, this is the day for the annual meeting of the C
and-Rice Club, of which you know I am an original member.
are going to propose a new rule, that no one shall be admitt
member who cannot prove, by medical certificate, that he has no
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at least one gastric fever. They say it will cause more vacancies,
and that if it is carried, new candidates won’t have to wait for ten
years before the ballot. Never heard such stuff in my life. TLook
at me—did you ever know me have an attack of the liver, let alone
a gastric fever ? Never felt bilious in my life but once, and that
was when the Sikhs cut down our sergeant-major and poor Ensign
Grriffin, and almost carried off the regimental colours. We soon got
it back, though; but for a minute I felt my liver swelling, and I am
sure my face was yellow as a gold mohur.’
¢ You may well call it nonsense,’ echoed Mrs. Barker. ¢Instead
of changing the rules, I should change the committee. Go and vote
against them by all means, and mind you come back to dinner, and
if you see an old friend at the club you can bring him too. Never
mind if he has or has not had a gastric fever.’
‘I mean to go and vote,’ said Colonel Barker. And vote he
did, and the new rule was thrown out; but before he left his house
this most courteous Colonel and devoted husband had an interview
with his cheque-book, and presented Mrs. Barker with a draft for
thirty pounds. ¢ There, my dear, I daresay Cox will honour that,
and now be sure you are quite tidy on the 1st of June, when we go
down to the Carltons.’
¢ Never was such a husband !’ said Mrs. Barker, as she followed
with longing eyes down Petersburg-place, or Moscow-road, or
ossuth-crescent, or some of the many places, roads, and crescents
Which make Paddingtonia a terror to benighted diners-out, and a
itful source of overcharging to extortionate cabmen.
In a very short time the gallant Colonel hailed an omnibus,
Which took him to the Regent-circus; but before he climbed into it,
© gaid more than once, ¢ There never was such a wife as mine!
What s lucky man I was when I married Mrs. Barker at Benares !’
How we wish that Mr. and Mrs. Marjoram could only read this
8tory and lay it to heart! Perhaps we ought to say, ¢ Mrs. Mar-
JOram alone;’ for, as we have seen, Mr. Marjoram would have been
In 4] likelihood still ¢ sweet’ Marjoram, had he been married to a
Woman as fitted to make him happy as Mrs. Barker had proved
hergelf to be by a long course of devotion to Colonel Barker.

CaarTER VII.

THE CARLTONS AT HOME.

¢ So they are all coming,’ said Sir Thomas to Lady Carlton.

‘Yes, all. Not one excuse. How delightful it will be !’

This was said at breakfast on the 25th, when Florence and Alice
Were present.

¢ And do you think it so delightful ?’ said her father to his elder
dsughter.
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¢ Delightful is a strong word, papa, you know,’ said Florence.
‘I am not so fond of superlatives as mamma ; but still I think I
shall like it very well.’

¢ And you, Alice ?’

€0, said Alice, ‘I am not so positive, or perhaps I ought
rather to say so comparative, as Florry. I agree with mamma im
her superlatives, and think it will be most delightful.’

¢ That's all right,” said Sir Thomas. ‘I see it will be a ver-
pleasant party ; but we must ask some of the neighbours, or we shal
have too few at dinner.’

¢I thought, papa, I heard you say something once about a parta
not exceeding nine—the number of the Muses. As it is, we shame
be thirteen—an unlucky number, and ever so many above the sacrem
number nine.’

¢ That was a rule laid down by the ancient Greeks, Florry:
country in which every man and woman was agreeable and amusinm
Baut in this cold country our wits are not so bright; and so, to g
more clever people together, we are obliged to ask twenty, and ev—=
then we may think ourselves lucky if we get one in ten really wommm
listening to.’

‘I am sure we have got two out of our thirteen worth listenimm
to,” said Alice, who would have gone on to utter their names, =
not her sister stopped her mouth with her hand.

¢No, no, Alice; don’t say any more. Leave papa to guess— ~

‘I'm not going to do any such thing,’ said Sir Thomas.
should think there were many more than two out of the thirtee?
very pleasant and agreeable. But it is fortunate we are not aL
bound to agree in thinking the same person pleasant, or this life
would be a weary one.’

At this point of the conversation Sir Thomas exclaimed,

‘Bless me! there's the T-cart. I must be off;’ and in three
minutes he was rattling away to the station.

When her husband was gone, Lady Carlton supplied his place.

‘But I should like to know who the two are that Alice has
picked out. Might I know ?’

‘0, it’s no secret, I am sure,’ said Florence. ¢Alice means
Edward Vernon and Harry Fortescue.’

‘ Both very nice young men,’ said Lady Carlton, ¢ but rather too
idle to please your papa. He says he is sure they will neither of
them cver be lord chancellor.’

‘0O, mamma !” broke in Florence,  who could ever wish to see
ITarry Fortescue lord chancellor, sitting on a woolsack in a long
robe, and with a flowing wig ? For my part, Ilike him much better
as he is. Fancy a lord chancellor dancing! But Harry Fortescue
does dance so beautifully.’

‘ There you are wrong, I'lorence,” said Alice. ‘I'm sure I have
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we have said, a year or two before, it became a studio and sanctum g
for the sisters. On the right hand was their bedroom, for they were e
old-fashioned enough to sleep in the same room; and on the leflargy
was Palmer’s room ; and if you wish to know who Palmer was, shea o
was their lady’s-maid. Happy young ladies, who could do not onl>— a4,
with one bedroom, but with one lady’s-maid! What a comfort ia
would be in country houses, if all young ladies and their maids coul & o
be stowed away in such small compass !

¢ What do I think of the party now, Alice ?’ repeated Florences =—
‘I think it very nice. My mind would be quite easy if it werenm—mry
that Lady Sweetapple is coming. Mr. Sonderling is not very han. _ar—4
some; but he is very odd and very clever: don’t you think, Alic—wm ce
he would make a good second husband for Lady Sweetapple ?’

¢No, I don't, dear, if Harry Fortescue is in the way. Tell m—mmrme,
now, why don’t I feel as anxious about Edward Vernon as you do
about Harry Fortescue ? I don’t break my heart when I see h.essmim
dancing with any one else; and yet I have seen you bite your bamssmog.
quet to pieces if Harry takes so much as one turn with Lady Swe==mmet.
apple.’

¢ Alice,” said Florence with an air of great solemnity, ¢ themmt's
because you are young and giddy, and without experience. Y on
don’t know so much of the ways of this wicked world of fashion as
Ido. How can you, when I have been out one whole season sa.nd
a half, and you half a season? Another thing is, that, so far a8 I
can see, Edward Vernon never dances with Lady Sweetapple. I
wish he did; for then Harry would dance less with her. Edward
is what I call a general, and Harry a particular dancer. Edward
dances with every one that can dance and is good-looking. Tlat
I don’t object to at all; but Harry dances often with the samme
people, and over and over again with one, and that one is Lady
Sweetapple ; and that’s what I don’t like.’

As Florence Carlton said this, the tears began to roll down beT
cheeks.

¢ Now, now, don't take on so, darling, or I shall never get thes®
letters finished. Why are you so jealous? Do you think, no¥’
that Harry Fortescue, a young man of sense and good feeling, wo
ever marry a widow ?’

¢ As for that,” sobbed Florry, ¢ when I see her so bewitching , I
begin to think she isn’t a widow at all, and that makes me trembl€ ’
for of course Harry would never marry a widow.’

¢Of course not,” said Alice; *that's just what I said. Har®Y
and Edward belong to one class, and that is ours ; and Lady Sweet’
apple Lelongs to another, and that isn't ours; and so, if Harry am¢
Edward belong to us, they can’t belong to her. Don't you se€r
darling ’ . /

‘I don’t see what you say so much as I feel it. I am sure, if

Z
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marked it to her advantage, and never when her height could be
called an objection.

Her sister Alice was shorter, and slighter, and prettier. She
bsd red-brown hair, or brown chestnut, or auburn, or whatever colour
that beautiful hair is called, the staple of which seems to be brown
inside, powdered with gold and turned up with gold at the ends.
Her eyes were dark blue, and if you ask why hers were of that hue
while her sister's were brown, the answer is, no one can tell. We
have no authority to inform us how the paints are mixed which turn
us out this or that colour and complexion after we are born. Some-
times, indeed, the father or the mother seems to have all power over

the children in this respect ; but very often they are like neither of
them, and we have to go back to grandpapa’s picture in the library,
or {o great-grandmamma’s in the gallery upstairs, before we can
S8ay, ¢ Why, here is Frances to the life a hundred years ago. Her
€¥es, and hair, and hue. She only wants to have her hair dressed
x» powder, and her body in hoops, and farthingale, and lace, to be
e very image of her great-grandmamma.’
All the features of Alice Carlton were better and finer than those
Of her sister. Her lips were thinner, and altogether she had a firmer
By guth and jaw. But the serious character of the lower part of her
was relieved by the perpetual sunlight of her brow. Her eyes
%~ gre 80 bright and lively, that her lips could not fail to smile under
® Xy influence of the sunny regions above. But when her lips were
“S%on to smiling, the whole Alice seemed to be a thing of smiles and
& wace. There was no use resisting her influence. She became
aragmetic, and even old Grumps, at the Sarcophagus Club, who was
M gver seen to smile except when he gloated over his dinner, must
Remgye caught the infection at seeing her, and smiled like all the rest
X=f the world. This is what the Greeks meant by the Cestus of
enus, which drew all men to her; and this is what the Germans
®=3ll Anmuth—that nameless grace of body, face, and form that wins
Wxen over to women, body and soul, and makes them their abject
®laves. A very dangerous gift and power, you will say, if placed in
hands. In which observation we quite agree, only of course
Weither the writer nor the reader have ever met with such a wicked
“woman.
As to her figure and form, Alice Carlton was much the same as
Ther elder sister. That was a well-made family. There were no
Thump backs, or curved spines, or bow legs among the Carltons. As
soon as they could walk, they stood straight. When they ran alone,
their nurses were never afraid that their ankles would turn in. Every
step they took on mother Earth seemed to give them a firmer hold
of her, and she repaid their confidence by never tripping them up.
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him a cup of coffee and a rusk. Then he made his toilette till
eleven. At half-past he was at the Diplomatic Club, as fresh as
paint. There he ate an enormous breakfast. When he had digested
it, he went to the legation, and found, as usual, little or nothing to
do. Sometimes he had to translate, or to cut out, in order to hand
it over to a translator, a passage out of the Official Journal of the
court from which Count Pantouffles had been accredited, stating
that ‘< Our august sovereign has proceeded to the mountains for
change of air, whence he is expected to return with health suf-
ficiently recruited to resume the cares of government in about six
weeks.” Or, ‘On Tuesday last, the king, our august sovereign, re-
ceived the ministers of England and France. In the evening there
was a grand dinner at court, to which the same ministers had the
Thonour of being invited.” When these astounding pieces of informa-
tion had been duly turned into English by the sworn. translator of
the legation, it was the duty of Count Pantouffles to hand them
over to his chief, having first put them into an envelope; after
which the said chief, the Marquis of Parva Sapientia, embodied
them in a despatch, and drove off to the Foreign Office to com-
municate it to the Secretary for Foreign Affairs, and after having
read it to inform him that if he chose he might have a copy of it—
an offer which, in nine cases out of ten, was respectfully declined.
‘While the Marquis of Parva Sapientia was thus employed, Count
Pantouffles’ labours for the day were over. He returned to the club
and had luncheon. Then he went home, and made, again with
the help of his valet, his afternoon toilette. By this time it was
about five o’clock. After that hour he either paid visits or showed
himself in the park, standing and gazing at nothing in particular
by the side of the drive. But though you thought he saw nothing,
there never was so quick-sighted a man as Count Pantouffles for
any of his acquaintances, and it really was a sight to see him take
off his hat and make a bow. There can be little doubt, in fact,
that for this only Count Pantouffles was created—to instruct the
world in bowing. It was said in his own country, that the first
Count Pantoufies, who always held the emperor’s slippers when
the Holy Roman Emperor was crowned, invented the art of bowing,
by which it is not to be supposed that there were no bows before
his time, any more than no Pantouffles, but that he so improved the
art, that after him all the bows that had ever been made were as
though they had never existed. After his day the art became here-
ditary in his family, and if be had lived in China, he and his de-
scendants would have been appointed at once ¢ the Emperor's own
Bower,’ and be entitled to wear six ducks’ feathers in their caps and
eat their dinners off yellow china.
But this bow of Pantouffles—what was it ? That is very diffi-
cult to say. It was a thing to see, and not to describe. When
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ing-room was, of course, to make a bow to the lady of the house.
Xt was not so grand an operation as his bow with the hat; and no
doubt, had the usages of society permitted it, the Count would have
made his crush hat fly out with a start, put it on his head, and
bowed his best bow to the lady; but unfortunately the original Count
Pantouffles had omitted, in the first glory of his discovery, to secure
for himself, from the Holy Roman Emperor, the everlasting here-
ditary right to wear his hat in all countries and societies. Had he
only done that, we should have beheld our Count Pantouffles wearing
#a real beaver hat or a silk hat all through dinner, and so putting
"Kurks, Persians, and Armenians completely in the background. As
At is, his descendants have lost that invaluable privilege, and society
Jhas been deprived of the advantage of seeing them bow at night as
~wwell as by day. As for the Turks, Persians, and Armeniang of whom
~wve have spoken, it is well known that they never lift their caps from
heir heads; but what is the use of a diplomatist wearing a cap on
This head, except to show the grace with which he can take it off and
put it on again ?

But to return. Count Pantouffles’ in-door bow was dignified
amnd stately; not a mere nod or bob, but an inclination of the body
ams well as a bending of the neck. It was exactly what a good butler
~wounld do when he announces the important fact that ¢ dinner is
merved.” And indeed, one of the puzzles of life, and one of those
mysteries which belong to the outward show of things, is how to
tell a really good well-dressed butler from a guest at a banquet. To
Judge by their looks, many are the butlers who ought to take their

place at the table, and many are the guests who, judged by the same
criterion, ought to be butlers, only they would, we are afraid, hardly
be fit for the place. We know one butler, indeed, of whom it is
hard to say whether he looks most like a high-bred English peer,
an Austrian general, or a first-class French diplomatist. It is quite

a shock to our sense of outward propriety, and that worship of ap-
pearance which is our besetting sin, to think that behind our chair
is standing this most finished gentleman, ready to pour out cham-
pagne to any lout who may be invited to the table, because he and
his forefathers have vegetated on the same estate for centuries.

But to return to Count Pantouffles and to be done with him.

Nothing can be more faultless than his behaviour. He walks off
with his allotted lady like a piece of cunning clockwork ; but before
doing so, he shows signs of animation by looking into the glass, to
see if his neckeloth is right, and his hair smoothly parted. If he
could, he would stand there and perhaps die, like Narcissus, staring
at his own face and forgetting his dinner. But the rest push him
on in order of precedence, and he takes his seat in the dining-room.
During the meal he says little, and eats a great deal ; but what he
says is ushered in by such a show of white teeth and sudh wexwate






THREE TO ONE 4381

those few days as he had been any day for the last quarter of a
century.

As for Edward Vernon and Harry Fortescue, they pursued that
graceful idleness which so well became them. They only went once
down to Pump-court, and then they only stayed a few minutes, be-
cause the weather was so fine. They looked in at the old chambers,
and saw Grimditch, one of their sallow-faced fellow-pupils, deep in
a great deed written on fifty skins, involving no end of landed
estate, and as dusty as Regent-street in March. ¢ The very sight
of it was enough to make a fellow sneeze,” Harry Fortescue said.
So they both hastened away, and were soon seen sitting on chairs
in Rotten-row between one and two. Then for an hour it was no-
thing but ¢ How do you do, Harry?’ ¢ How do you do, Ned ?’ and
they bowed and bowed to ladies who passed by, as constantly, but
of course not so beautifully, as the Count, who might be seen not
wvery far off them doing the same thing. After that they went down
to the club, and had luncheon; and then they went to the Botanic
Gardens or to Hurlingham, and wondered if the blue rocks liked it.
"Then they came back in a hansom, and went out to dinner, some-
times together, sometimes separately. But they generally managed
to meet in the course of the evening, and if they did not, they were
sure to have a smoke together the last thing before they went to bed.

As for Colonel and Mrs. Barker, they remained as they were,
still the same loving pair; and as for the Marjorams, it is not known
how many times Mrs. Marjoram scolded her unhappy husband be-
tween the 23d of May and the 1st of June, but we may be quite

sure that Mr. Marjoram caught it for no good cause once every day
in the week at least.
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When arrived at Blair, I found preparations actively com-

menced for the meeting of to-morroyy. The largest room in the inn
was being got ready for the ball, which was to take place in the
evening of the next day; a caravan of gingerbread- and toffy-sellers
were plying their lucrative trade ; and the repeated pop of miniature
rifies showed that the children of the village were taking active
advantage of the offer of ‘three shots a penny’ made by itinerant
proprietors of an imitation shooting-gallery. Donald was much in-
sulted when I suggested that he should have a shot; for he was
very proud of his gunning; though I don’t believe his skill was
very great. He was scarcely a great athlete; and I shall never
forget his first attempt at cricket. It was on a village-green, where,
after some persuasion, Donald was induced to take a bat. The first
ball prostrated his wicket, which Donald, with an imperturbable
face, set up again. The second ball was equally straight, and again
knocked over the stumps. Again they were reérected. But when
the third ball had the same effect, Donald’s phlegmatism could stand
it no longer. ¢Sandy, mon,” he said to the bowler, ‘gin you do
thot again, I'll bash your head in !’

The gathering on the 6th was timed for one o’clock; but long
before that, numbers of people had thronged to the part of the park
which, by the Duke of Athole’s permission, was to be used on the
©ccasion. Among the men, the large majority of which wore kilts,
were to be seen men of various clans: Athole men, of course, pre-
dominated ; but besides these were Mackenzies, Macintoshes, Mac-
&regors, Stuarts, and Forbeses. Here and there a piper, in full and
gorgeous panoply, with high-plumed bonnet and richly-adorned pipes,
strutted about like a gamecock, and practised the pibrochs which he
would later have to perform before a critical audience. And here

and there one saw the English tourist, conspicuous in a white waist-
coat and puggaree-trimmed hat, looking highly inquisitive, but de-
cidedly not at home. A large square was roped out; and within
this were two or three tents—one for the Duke of Athole’s own use,
and one for the use of the committee of management. Opposite the
tents was a flat board, about twenty feet square, the use of which
will be described shortly ; while all round the square was a course
marked out for the long foot-race, so well arranged that it was
visible in every point from the tent. The part of the park was well
chosen for the sports. A high bank gave a capital opportunity for
crowds of spectators, who had no coign of vantage on a drag or
coach, to see all that was going on; and, at the same time, being
covered with kilted men, and women arrayed in all manner of beau-
tifal and rich colours, it formed a background which would have
delighted an artist’s eye. To the right of this bank one caught a
glimpse of Blair Castle, in front of which, in a park reaching down
to the athletic ground, a herd of deer were feeding; while facing
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moment of throwing, the cabbar be not perfectly balanced, if it be
leaning forward in the least, it is almost certain to fall back. But
if it be thrown straight up, with a turn of the two wrists at the right
moment, it will probably topple over and fall on its other side. Look
at-that tall man who is taking it now. It is put into his hands;
and as he leans it against his shoulder, though he is a strong man,
he staggers under the weight. He looks up to see that it is straight
—a mistake ; he ought to trust rather to the feel—and takes four
quick steps forward, finishing with a jump and a heave of the pon-
derous pole. Alas for his disappointment! The cabbar pitches on
its end indeed, but has not onward impetus enough; so falls back-
ward with a dull and unsatisfactory thud. Several others try; among
them Donald, who once was celebrated for his skill at this particular
game They all fail, however, and the feat seems as if it would not
be performed. But presently a short, well-knit, and powerful-look-
ing man takes the cabbar. He is evidently a favourite, from the
bugz which greets his appearance. He gets the balance quite right
with his eyes on the ground, and keeps it accurately during his for-
ward steps. He jumps rather high, and, with a determined effort
of arms, hands, and fingers, hurls the cabbar apparently straight up
in the air. It pitches on its end, and, after a second of intense
excitement, topples over, amidst a burst of applause. No one else
can do it, and he is declared the winner of the prize.

Four series of dances were danced on the flat-board in front of

the tents to which I have alluded, the performers being men in each
imstance. The dances were Highland reels : reels for boys under sixteen
Years of age, the ancient sword-dance, and the Highland fling. There
is room for both agility and grace in these exhibitions; and it is
by no means true that the man whose movements are quickest or
highest is the best. For instance, of those who competed when I
was looking on, the man who gained the prize was certainly not the
most demonstrative, but danced with a quiet dignity and taste, which
wery rightly won the suffrages of the judges, the latter being, in this
case, the Duchess of Athole and the ladies with her. The dancing
was extremely pretty to see, the different plaids and kilts of the
competitors (who, as & rule, danced in fours) blending very well to-
gether, and their movements, especially in the sword-dance, coming
much nearer the description, ¢ many-twinkling feet,” than any Eng-
lish dances.

While the races and competitions had been going on, I had had
more than one opportunity of testing the accuracy of the prophecy
alladed to in the conversation which I mentioned above. Except
perhaps during the time when the cabbar was being turned, or dur-
ing the sword-dance, the attention of the spectators of the gentler
sex was, in the majority of instances, confined entirely to one another,
to the exclusion of the events of the day. And many a fair eye was
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directed, not at the runners or jumpers, but at the owner of othe
eyes equally bright.

The prizes given were by no means confined entirely to athleti
sports. Over and.above these, premiums were offered for the bes
plaid manufactured in Athole, for the best hose manufactured i
Athole, and for the man most correctly dressed in the ancient gar
of the country, the garb to be hand-spun, dyed, woven, and made i
Athole. Lastly, prizes were given to men-servants, ¢ who had fo
the longest period served, and still continued to serve, with fidelit
and without interraption, in the same service or place,’ and for maid
servants, under the same conditions. The tendency of these prize
is of course to encourage the feeling of clanship—the esprit de corp
which is so much the characteristic of, and has proved so advan
tageous in, Scotland. Of course there are many people who objec
on principle to service too much prolonged ; but the Duke of Athole
in permitting such prizes to be awarded in his park, shows that b
is of opinion that fidelity, contentment, and industry are deservin
of some reward. The amount may not, perhaps, be much ; but th
reputation of the prize-winner is undoubtedly great. And the ter
dency is to increase the number of servants who look upon attact
ment to those whom they serve as a thing to be encouraged, an
one which will not be unnoticed.

The last athletic contest is a long foot-race, the competitors i
this, as in all the others, being dressed in the Highland garb. On
foot-race is much like another; and beyond the dress of the runnen
and the roughness of the ground over which they ran, there was n
much to remark about this one. Ere it was decidéd, the spectato:
had begun to leave the ground ; and when it was over, the Atho.
men reassembled, and, again headed by the Duke, marched up f
the castle. Then horses were put to, cloaks put on, ladies put i1
and walkers put out; the stream of carriages poured gradually ot
of the park, and the gathering was over.

The committee, however, by no means intended that this shoul
be the end of the fun; and in about two hours a grand dinner ws
given at the inn, followed by a ball, to which the whole neighbou
hood thronged. A Highland ball is a curious sight to English eye:
especially to those who see it for the first time. Waltzes and galoj
seem extraordinary enough to those who do not dance them; an
the remark of the Indian prince, who asked how much the ladie
were paid, seems by no means senseless to many minds. But fs
more cxtraordinary, and far more wonderful, is the spirit which in
spires a Highland reel.

EDMUND COURTENAY.
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THE OLD LOVE AND THE NEW

BrigHT the moon the garden made—
Garden prodigal of ease;

Brighter moonlight, darker shade—
It was dark beneath the trees.

CUnderneath the trellis’d vines,
As with ruby fireflies lit,
Warm’d with subtle-hearted wines,
Dainty dryads gleam and flit.

Powder'd dryads of the groves,
Rustling in a silken sweep,

Tended by brocaded Loves,
Minueting movements keep.

Comes Sir Dazzle from the ball,
Vow'd to Doris, sweetest sweet,
Seeking her, examines all—
Pretty faces, darling feet!

By a smile beguiled apart,
Netted in a vagrant tress—

Well, ’tis but a clockwork heart
Beauty's arts cannot impress.

So, 'neath overswaying boughs,
Love’s ambrosia he sips;

Murmurs aromatic vows,
Hovers over velvet lips.

Soon, alas, enthralment flies!

From his dream Sir Dazzle breaks;
Doris fronts his startled eyes,

Doris his remorse awakes.

Then the storm of passion raves—
Jealous railing, bitter tears—

Vain as sighs to winds and waves
Dulcet tones to jealous ears.

And that night Sir Dazzle sware
Thenceforth one alone to woo;
And the old love to forbear
Ere he ventured on the new.
WILLIAM SAWYER.
Bxzcowp Szmizs, Vor. V. F.8. Vor. XV. ¥Y
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most look with pride and self-complacency, while the philosopher
and the poet often regard it with mingled hopes and fears, in which
the former are not always victorious. Leaving the philosopher’s con-
siderations aside, if the poet takes a somewhat disheartening view
of the present aspect of society, little surprise can be manifested;
since there never was a period in which intellectual culture had
reached a certain eminence, and in which poetry exerted so little
power, as at present, or enjoyed so little consideration even among
those given to literary pursuits. The poet who feels that poetry is
s gift and a power, and who has an innate conviction that the poetic
mstinct is the creative energy of the intellect—that this energy has
enlarged and glorified the sphere of human existence, and created
aspirations and firmaments and splendours as necessary for the free-
dom and delight of the soul as the stars of the heaven and the flowers
f the earth—is naturally inclined to despondency in such an age.
Faith in himself and in his powers dies for want of sustaining sym-
pathy. And Baudelaire is not the only poet of his time in whom
loubt and despair and a choice of unfit themes is remarkable ; but
geams of new spiritual light, rays of glorious hope, are to be found
n sufficient abundance scattered about in the works of others to
one for their scepticism. The accusation to which Baudelaire has
laid himself subject is, that he has with premeditation taken more
loathsome forms of corruption and vice as matter meet for song than
sver were so employed before, and that he has raised in their behalf
liabolic chants of adoration, sometimes mingled with hate, in which
1e appears to resign himself wholly and in ghastly delight to the
lomination of evil.

The Fleurs du Mal commence with the following preface. It
vill be seen, that if Baudelaire had been addressing & congregation
o convicted felons, he could hardly have used worse language than
hat which he considers suitable to his public. The coarseness of
he fourth line is characteristic of Baudelaire ; and still coarser ex-
pressions, both in verse and prose, are not uncommon in his pages.

¢ La sottise, I'erreur, le péché, la 1ésine,
Oocupent nos esprits et travaillent nos corps,

Et nous alimentons nos aimables remords,
Comme les mendiants nourrissent leur vermine.

- Nos péchés sont tétus, nos repentirs sont liches ;
Nous nous faisons payer grassement nos aveux,
Et nous rentrons gatment dans le chemin bourbeux,
Croyant par de vils pleurs laver toutes nos taches. . . .

C’est le Diable qui tient les fils qui nous remuent!
Aux objets répugnants nous trouvons des appas;
Chaque jour vers I'Enfer nous descendons d’un pas,
Bans horreur, A travers des tén2bres qui puent.’

After some more lines of the same kind, in which he accuses
lis readers of possessing the desire to commit every mentionable and
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clenches her hands at God, who has pity upon her. ¢¢Ah, why did I
not rather bring forth a nest of vipers, than be the nursing-mother
of this object of derision! Cursed be the night,”’ &c. We will not
continue to translate the imprecations of the mother. The poet
grows up; and for once we find in Baudelaire’s verse that an angel
has something to do with the direction of human destinies :

¢ Pourtant, sous la tutelle invisible d’'un Ange,
L’Enfant déshérité e’enivre de soleif,
Et dans tout ce qu'il boit et dans tout ce qu'il mange
Retrouve I'ambroisie et le nectar vermeil.

11 joue avec le vent, cause avec le nuage

Et s'enivre en chantant du chemin de 1a croix;

Et I'Esprit qui le suit dans son plerinage

Pleure de le voir gai comme un oiseau des bois.
Tous ceux qu'il veut aimer 'observent avec crainte,
Ou bien, s’enhardissant de sa tranquillité,
Cherchent 3 qui saura lui tirer une plainte,

Et font sur lui I'essai de leur férocité.

Dans le pain et le vin destinés a sa bouche

Is mélent de la cendre avec d'impurs crachats ;
Avec hypocrisie ils jettent ce qu’il touche,

Et s’accusent d’avoir mis leurs pieds dans ses pas.’

As for the poet’s love, she — since he finds her fair enough
to be adored—she, she cries, will play the part of one of the ma-
lignant deities of old. She will allow herself to be satiated with .
nard and incense and myrrh, with bendings of the knees, and wine
and good cheer, to see if she can usurp divine honours in a heart
devoted to her. ¢And when I am tired of these impious farces, I
will lay upon him my frail and yet strong hand, and my nails—like
the nails of the harpies—shall know how to tear a way to his heart.
I will wrench this heart, all crimson, and trembling, and palpitating,
like & young bird ; and I will cast it to the earth in disgust, to feed
my pet beast.’

The redeeming part of the poem is in the termination. If a
fair share of the poems of Baudelaire were redeemed by such termi-
nation, he would have been a gainer—from the point of view of
art, as well as in other respects. The piece ends with the speech of
the poet :

¢ —Soyez béni, mon Dieu, qui donnez la souffrance
Comme un divin reméde a nos impuretés ’
Et comme la meilleure et la plus pure essence
Qui prépare les forts aux saintes voluptés !

Je sais que vous gardez une place au Poéte
Dans les rangs bienheurenx des saintes Légions,
Et que vous l'invitez & I'éternelle féte

Des Trénes, des Vertus, des Dominations.

Je sais que la douleur est la noblesse unique

O ne mordront jamais la terre et les enfers,

Et qu'il faut pour tresser ma couronne mystique
Imposer tous les temps et tous les univers.
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Crime qui n’a pas fait chanceler le soleil !
La reine de mon cceur au regard nonpareil,
Qui riait avec eux de ma sombre détresse
Et leur versait parfois quelque sale caresse.’

T he picture evoked before the imagination by this last line is horrible,
Yet most pathetic when regarded as affecting Baudelaire himself.
L et us here cite a few words of a kindly letter written by the lately
deceased great critic to Baudelaire :

‘ Vous avez pris l'enfer, vous vous étes fait diable. Vous avez
Youlu arracher leurs secrets aux démons de la nuit. KEn faisant
cels avec subtilité, avec raffinement, avec un talent curieux et un
abandon quasi précieux d’expression, en perlant le détail, en pétrar-
Quisant sur I'horrible, vous avez I'air de vous étre joué; vous avez
Pourtant souffert, vous vous étes rongé & promener vos ennuis, vos
cauchemars, vos tortures morales; vous avez di beaucoup souffrir,
mon cher enfant. Cette tristesse particuliére qui ressort de vos
Pages et ou je reconnais le dernier symptome d'une génération
malade, dont les ainés nous sont trés-connus, est aussi ce qui vous
Sera compté.’

No doubt, Baudelaire, with his nervous temperament, his de-
Tooniac pride (which he here describes as aussi haut que les monts),
in the desolate views which he entertained of society and of human
nature, must have suffered as immensely as Sainte-Beuve divined;
but Baudelaire, when he wrote the Fleurs du Mal, was but twenty-four
Years of age, and should have been in the hopeful morning of youth.
Did it never occur to him that by his gloomy self-abstraction from
the joys and sorrows and hopes of ordinary men, and by his selfish
theory of art for art’s sake, and by his desolate opinions about human
mnature and society, and his youthful irreverence for all ennobling
sentiments, he had formed for himself a veritable inferno, out of
which there was no escape? It would take a longer space than we
here have at command to discuss duly this question; however,
as the dernier symptome d'une génération malade, as Sainte-Beuve
styles him, Baudelaire merits discussion; and we reserve to our-
selves the liberty of saying a few words on his general theory of art
towards the end of this paper. But all the considerations affecting
the failures and the ultimate extinction of a poetic nature like Baude-
laire’s could not be adequately set forth without taking into account
the relations existing between Art and Society—into which it does
not now seem opportune to enter—for there is much to be said for
the point of view of M. de Custine, expressed in a letter to the poet,
¢On plaint I’époque ou un esprit et un talent d'un ordre si élevé en
sont reduits & se complaire dans la contemplation de choses qu'il
vaudrait mieux oublier qu’'immortaliser.’

For the general impression derived from the perusal of Baude-
laire’s volume is one of extreme pain. All the nightmares, morbid

-
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of a tropical sky, the brilliance and exuberance of the vegetation, the
dusky forms and the picturesque robes of the Indian races. On
his return home he had passed his minority, and consequently came
into possession of the fortune he derived from his father. He
sought immediately for the society of men of letters and artists, and
having rapidly got rid of his fortune, he took to literature as a pro-
fession. The poems of the Fleurs du Mal were his earliest pro-
luction; some of them became known to his friends, and gave him
a reputation for originality in his own circle twelve years before they
were brought before the public. These singular poems naturally
gain a great significance when we learn something of the tone of
thought and sentiment, and of the habits of life, of Baudelaire at
the time of their production. Both those who knew him and
admired him, and those who knew him and did not admire him,
concur in agreeing that he aimed at being, and was, an eminently
eccentric character. The cut of his dress, the choice of his furni-
ture, his habits of life, his literary opinions, his preference for
painted ladies and for the artificial in every form,—all were strange
in the extreme. As for his ssthetic training and opinions, it
has been seen that his college career places him much below the
ordinary level of culture which literary men usunally attain; a cir-
cumstance sufficient to prove that everything in the way of tradition
in literature had a weak attraction for him. The best models of
the best ages of literature seemed for this original genius to possess
no charm, and he professed to admire the style of décadence in all
|ages; the artificial he expressly ranked above the nataral, both in
conversation and in his critical writings. For Théophile Gautier
and Victor Hugo he had admiration; but the great idol of his literary
worship was Edgar Poe! of whom, as we have said, he became the
translator. One can hardly imagine a worse literary creed than
such a one as Baudelaire manufactured for himself. What could be
expected of a writer who despises the simple, the natural, the pure,
eternally true and great aspirations and traditions of mankind ? To
these strange predispositions was allied an attraction for, a delight
in, the horrible. The horrible he conceived as the ornament and
the companion of besuty :
¢ Ta marches sur des morts, Beauté, dont tu te moques,
De tes bijoux I’'Horreur n'est pas le moins charmant,

Et le Meurtre, parmi tes plus chéres breloques,
Sar ton ventre orgueilleux danse amoureusement.’

One is not, then, surprised to learn a story from one of Baude-
laire’s associates, which illustrates his strange taste for corruption.
During a journey in the country and the society of a friend, he
roused his companion up at an early hour, promising him one of the
most splendid spectacles he had ever beheld—this was an immense
knacker’s yard, which Baudelaire had discovered early in the morn-


















BAUDELAIRE 451

end is not to make us view the triumph of crime or treachery with
complacency or exultation ; that he is on the side of right and nobility ;
and the pathetic awe excited in the spectator at a tragic conclusion
is in all the greatest dramas accompanied with a revulsion of the
conscience, which vindicates the ultimate triumph of justice and virtue
in spite of failure in the individual instance. 'We recognise the truth
and the mystery of the temporary dominion of sorrow.

The influence on the mind of all the greatest works of art is
moral, or conducive to a higher moral aim ; the more of the highest
aspirations of man which a work contains, admitting that these are
expressed in anything like an adequate manner, and asserting also
that the higher the aim the more difficult will be the execution,
the grander will be the work. Insculpture, for example, the finest
statue in existence is the Apollo Belvidere, a representation of the
god of life and light, and the fountain-head of all poetry. Can it
be imagined that any power of art could personify Hercules, or Cacus,
or even Pluto, in the same divine fashion ? In painting, Raphael and
Titian have produced their masterpieces by fixing on the canvas the
divine ideal of womanhood created by the middle ages and glorified
by religious chivalry. The two greatest modern epics have each a
divine subject. It would not be difficult to show that Homer himself
is a moral poet; and if we knew the actual condition of manners in
primeval Greece, he would in all probability appear far more moral
than is now the case. As for the 4ineid, that too has a religious
subject, and the hero of the poem, though inadequately rendered,
was intended to represent a perfect type of the patriarch and priest
of primeval times. Schiller has drawn his noblest inspirations from
the depths of a surpassing moral nature. Nor can the champions
of art for art's sake claim Goethe on their side, though his moral
aspiration was less predominant than that of Schiller above the
faculties of the mind. _

There is a poetry, without question, of doubt and despair, cha-
racteristic of the state of the European mind for the last half cen-
tury. Even Lamartine has written his Désespoir ; and in Byron and
Alfred de Musset there is plenty of similar poetry. But there are
visions of higher hope even in Byron and Alfred de Musset; never-
theless, they would have been greater poets, had they been able to
express more equally both aspects of the struggle of good and evil in
man’s destiny ; the nobler and more complete nature is that which
passes through such crises of existence to a moral state of a more
reverent and hopeful character, as Goethe did, after the production of
Werther. All that can be conceded to those who assert that the
beauty of a poem is not connected with morality is, that morality alone
will not make verse a poem, that the didactic tone is to be avoided,
that a poem should not be turned into a sermon in rhyme, and that
weak poetry of the moral sort is tedious, though not so tedious or












THE SHADOW AND THE RING

¢ May I not see thee once again,

Fair face—not once? Ay me, no word replies.
My love will change ! Nay, my long love, though vain,
Is one with rising fire and falling rain,

And cannot change until thy lover dies,

Fair face, too full of shine for my faint eyes !

Always to me indeed must seem
Idalia’s boy most dear : night’s pregnant hours
Have never form’d a‘face more dear in dream,
‘Whose strange low voice is like a singing stream ;
‘Whose breath is balm, which after early showers
Lies fast enfolded in thick leaves of flowers.

Ah, sweet ! shall we not worship Love—
Love who is worshipp’d ever in every land ?

Still art thou dumb : lend me at least thy glove,

‘Which may of thee glad memories in me move—
Thy glove, thy ring, some ribbon, or small band,
Made holy by the warm touch of thy hand.

Nay, by thy genius do I swear,
By all great oaths which grow in poet’s rhyme,

Almost methinks this love of mine a snare,

‘Where Death lurks in disguise. Hast thou no care
For me, sad soul, caught in Love’s luscious lime ?
Serves but my woe to while away thy time ?’

So pleaded he, with words as fire
‘Warm, and unceasing as a winter snow,—
No Lenten lover, and would never tire,
More garrulous than ever yet was choir
Of grasshoppers,—and when she answer’d, ¢ No,’
They ebbed awhile, faster again to flow.

So pleading, while she still said ¢ Nay,’
He took her ring, which when she took again
He had changed for his,—the falling light of day
Made small their difference,—nor sought more stay,
Baut left her half in joy, yet, being fain
That he should linger longer, half in pain.
Szcoxp Seaixs, Vor. V. F.8. Vor. XV. GG
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Soon as the first red morning flame

Stole in her room, the alien ring was known,
And he was summon’d, who scarce heard her name
But with his heart within him burning came,

And found her by a fountain all alone,

Walking with fair set face as hard as stone—

Cold as the stone marge where she set
His ring, and redemanded hers ; but he,
¢ Since thou refusest to wear my ring, she yet
Shall wear it—she whom I may least forget,
And love of all the world next after thee,
She will receive my ring, I know, from me.’

¢ And wilt thou,’ she almost said, ¢ dare ?’
A child’s cheek flush’d with heat in summer noon

‘Was hers, who ask’d as one without all care,

¢ Fair is she, then?’ ¢Ay,’ quoth he, ¢ all too fair.’
‘Tush! give to whom thou wilt thy worthless boon ;
I marvel much the maid was found so soon.’

But while she yet spoke, the ring fell
In the water, which her own rare semblance bore ;
She shw, and sigh’d, and smiled, and said, ¢ Ah, well;
Good sooth full pretty love-tales canst thou tell.’
Then took him to her room, and closed her door,
And never begg’d her ring back any more.

JAMES MEW.
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quartering-block and his caldron of seething pitch. God save the
Protestant succession, and the bright little spots it has left upon our
hisfory !

There are many trains to Barnet, and I am within twelve minutes’
sturdy walking of the Great Northern terminus at King's Cross.
The tariff for return tickets is moderate. I might make a nice little
day of it. I think I have a friend at Tottenham—or an enemy : it
does not make much difference; and, coming back, I might pay a
visit to that very admirable institution, the Masonic School for Boys.
But anon the brow of my mind grows dark and gloomy. I abandon
all ideas of Barnet. Why? There is a horse-fair there to-day,
and the equine festival brings up painful associations. Woe is me !
Long weeks ago I bought a horse—a gray horse, a cob, as easy to
sit apon, I was informed, as an arm-chair. I intended to ride him
daily. The doctors said that horse exercise would do me good. I
thought of ordering riding trousers, and of undergoing a short pro-
bation on the Mecklenburghian nobleman’s ¢ mechanical horse.” A
friend made me a present of a riding-switch surmounted by a golden
hoof. And then something always supervened to prevent me cross-
ing the cob. I was busy, I was lazy, I was ill. Then I remem-
bered how nervous I was, how awkward, how short-sighted. Suppose
the cob chose to go sideways, whisking his tail into the shop-windows,
like Mr. Winkle’s horse at Rochester ; suppose he began to dance
directly a street band struck up ¢ Suoni la tromba ;’ suppose he dis-
played a propensity for bolting into the nearest pastry-cook’s; sup-
pose he pitched me over his head, or reared backwards and flung me
over his tail, or turned round and bit me; suppose an enemy met
me, and said sternly, ¢ Impostor, get out of that there horse!” I
felt that I should never be enabled to endure the sarcasms of the
street-boys—their counsels to ¢ get inside and pull down the blinds !’
their inquiries as to how much & pound I had paid for my steed.

That gray cob I have never set eyes upon. A friend bought him
for me, and, when I definitively gave up the idea of equestrianism,
sold him for me. All I have to do with him now is to pay a many
weeks’ bill for his keep, and for the shoes he has worn out. To me
he is a phantom horse more fearful than that which Lenore’s lover
bestrides in Alfred Elmore’s famous picture, or that which Mr. Ben-
jamin West painted and Thomas Landseer etched in the ¢ Devil's
walk.’

Confound that cob! I asked him to dine off hay and oats; and
he has come (with his bill) like the Commendatore to the Libertine
of Seville :

¢ Don Giovanni,
A cenar teco
M invitasti,
E soN vENTTO.'

There is a signpost (referring to an old grim legend) in Lancashire
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horse’s coronal on her head—danced ; next a German band, com-
posed of equal parts of green-baize, brass instruments, and yellow
hair ; next the poor but cleanly family, whereof the daughter weeps,
in & white bib, the son (who has a spotless turned-down collar, but
no socks) alternately puts his finger in his mouth in a pensive man-
ner, and draws the back of his hand across his prematurely impover-
ished nose, while the baby utters mournful albeit inarticulate wails
against the hard-heartedness of the world ; while the mother (who
looks like & pious laundress, formerly a pew-opener, but reduced to
distress through the villany of monsters in the form of men, whose
washing she has taken in at per dozen, but who have neglected to
pay her) is quavering out the first stave of the seventy-third psalm,
keeping meanwhile one eye attentively roving from window to win-
dow, but the other artfully fixed on the street corner, lest the police-
man should be coming round it. Beggars, to be masters of their
profession, should always squint. Then we had Meer Sham Beg-
garoo Rhoy, from Calcutta—the ugly beast!-—with his tom-tom
this morning ; also two Italian organ-grinders, one of whom de-
lighted us with ¢ Deh con te !’ exquisitely melodised, the other with
¢ Billy Patterson,’ execrably murdered. Finally, there was the well-
dressed person, of genteel but shabby mien, who lounges against
the area-railings, and sings ballads in any language in a powerful
baritone voice. Some people say he is a nobleman, who sings in
the street for his amusement ; others that he is mad; others that
he is merely a humbug, with felonious intentions respecting spoons.
Fortunately I have a den in a very remote part of the house,
and am not compelled to listen to the street musicians. Were I so
compelled, I don’t think I should deem it my duty to write leading
articles against them, or to move for an act of Parliament to put
them down. I would sooner see Bethnal-green put down, or child-
murder, or the game-laws, or boards of guardians generally.
Russell-square is, under ordinary circumstances, a very nice place
to walk in. If those troublesome railway vans and goods wagons
would not come lumbering and clattering, by way of Southampton-
row, through the square and up Guildford-street, on their way to’
King’s-cross, ¢ La Place Roussell’ would be as cosy and tranquil as
¢ La Plage Royale’ in Paris. It has the vastness of Lincoln’s-inn-
fields without its dinginess. Such pretty young ladies you meet in
light cotton morning wrappers and round hats, and their hair flow-
ing over their shoulders, bearing books and portfolios sometimes,
and bound to and from their studies at ladies’ colleges ; such com-
fortable old dames in stiff silks and roomy velvet bonnets, sweeping
along on shopping expeditions, with the red housekeeping books
peeping from their reticules; such grand old gentlemen, too, in
glossy black and snowy hair, and with great bunches of seals at
their fobs. Russell-square is one of the few places where you may
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but, I need scarcely say, unaveilingly. A woman in a mourning-
cloak and hood (if she too belonged to the coach, it would have made
the complement ten) hovered on the outskirts of the combatants,
pouring, not oil, but blazing vitriol on the waters of strife, and ever
and anon making & lunge at the tailor, and contributing to the in-
crease of that baldness of which I could see—he being bareheaded
—symptoms had already appeared.

At once I built up a little history, and shaped the cause of the
tumult into this. The tailor was a relative or near friend of the
defanct, but through family differences, or a disinclination to contri-
bute to the expenses of the wake, he had been excluded from the
procession. Wandering about that St. Monday morning, full of
‘ high disdain and sense of injured merit,” to say nothing of alco-
hol, he had come upon the funeral train. Rendered desperate by
grief and ardent spirits, he had attempted to scale the mourning-
coach, either with the intent of following his beloved Phelim or
Dennis to the grave in a ¢ dacent’ manner, or else of inciting one of
the mourners to tread on the tail of his coat. The latter eventua-
lity had come about. His gage of battle had been taken up, and
the tailor and the chief mourner were having a rough-and-tumble
fight.

Of course there was not a policeman in the way, and the com-
batants were surrounded by a very oddly-compounded crowd. There
were no raffs and no roughs—they do not, as a rule, patronise Rus-
sell-square—but there were a few genteel beggars, and several doe-
tors’ boys with medicine, also a sprinkling of youths in the employ
of the neighbouring fishmongers, bakers, and greengrocers, and an
outer fringe of old ladies, and young ladies, and schoolgirls, and
nursery-maids, and children; all very anxious to see how the affair
would end, but timidly scurrying off whenever the frenzied foes had
a more than ordinarily desperate tussle.

Suddenly there' came a voice from the interior of the mourning-
coach, and a striped-cotton-clad arm darting from beneath a sable
mantle, and both belonging to a highly-excited Irish female in the
coach, came out into the open, and essayed to wrench round the
door-handle in order to procure egress.

¢ Judith O’Shaughnessy! Judith O’Shaughnessy!’ vociferated
this* highly-excited female. ¢Lit me out! lit me out, I say! and
I'll dye my hands in the heart’s best blood of him !

I do declare that she uttered literatim et rerbatim this awful men-
ace, worthy in tone and purport of Ristori in Medea. If you have
ever found it worth your while to sit in a police-court late in the
afternoon, when the ¢ abusive langnage’ summonses are being heard,
you will hear scores of threats such as these deposed to, and learn
to what a height of terse and terrible eloquence the most illiterate
of the poor will often rise. The undertaker, who was a man of
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peace, probably thinking that if the excited female were not * lit outzs
she might essay to dye her hands in the heart’s best blood of hemem
nearest neighbour, and that the fresh air might calm her wrat™—
opened the door himself, and gallantly assisted her to descend. SHEN
was in the thick of the fight at once; but although I heard hemes
varying her minations, threaten to be hanged for somebody, to ma.J¥%
garters of somebody else’s intestines, and to pour a kettle of boilirag.
water over a third, nobody’s heart’s blood was spilt on the occasionz,
The vital stream began indeed to pour from somebody’s nose, whexre.
upon the rest of the mourners tumbled out of the coach—with one
bright exception—and it became a family fight, with which nobody
had a right to meddle. The drivers, seemingly wearied with long
waiting, began to move on slowly, and the mourners and the tailor
followed it, still fighting. I'm sure I don’t know what became of
them eventually, whether they arrived at an amicable understanding
and took in the tailor, or whether they continued fighting all the
way to the cemetery. I remembered the line in Hudibras touch-
ing upon those who ¢ in quarrels interpose,” and sped away as swiftly
as I might, to make up for lost time, on my own concerns. Yet
mast I spare a word of commendation for the bright exception who
wouldn’t come out of the mourning-coach. To him the objurgations
of Judith O’Shaughnessy, the wrath of the excited female, the fight
between the tailor and the bricklayer, were naught. He was mani-
festly very drunk, but he looked eminently happy. He struck up s
song as the fray was at its bitterest, and must have been a treasure
that night at the after wake.

A pretty sight, you may say, to be seen at high noon in Russell-
square, in defiance of the Queen’s peace and all the proprieties. 1
appeal to the respectable denizens, and equally respectable by-passers
who may have been present on this particular September morning,
to vouch for my having extenuated nothing, nor set down aughtin
malice. As I went on my way towards Paddington, some vagrant
thoughts came across me, to this result : That the incessant rows,
the murderous outrages, the savage orgies and rites to which the
Irish are, as it would seem, incurably addicted, are very shocking
and very scandalous, and at the first blush seem to render it highly
desirable for all Irishmen and Irishwomen to be banished, on pain
of death, from the British metropolis. An Irish row in Russell-
squarc is happily a rarity ; but you can hardly pass down Gray’s-
inn-lane on Saturday night, at any season of the year, without your
life being in danger from the hordes of savage Irishry vomited forth
from the foul courts and lanes still permitted, to the shame of the
Government and the parish authorities, to exist there. But, upon
reflection, I remembered to have seen scenes of equal brutality and
equal savagery, differing from this one only in degree, among Eng-
lish labourers in the manufacturing districts and in the Potteries.
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ind finally, I arrived at this paradoxical and unsatisfactory conclu-
ion : Here are these warm-hearted, impulsive, generous, irrepres-
ibly-pugnacious Celts. Put them in red coats, and place muskets
1 their hands, and they will storm St. Sebastian, or mow down the
rench Maison du Roi. But, condemned to civil avocations, they
nll fill up their leisure time by drinking, by brawling, and by fight-
ng. To make the matter worse, they frequently take to smashing
he head of the Saxon as well as that of the Celt. Then the police
ome up with their bludgeons, and the station-house cells are full ;
nd the next morning the worthy magistrate has work to do, and
helim is committed for trial, or Dennis gets six months at the
readmill, only for doing that which, done with a red coat on the
mck and a musket in the hand, would earn for them medals, pen-
ions, and renown. To me it seems very like shortsightedness on
he part of Justice to turn these mere shillelagh offenders at once
nto felons. Phelim has split open Dennis’s head in a row. He is
eady to kiss Dennis, and to share his last groat with him, this morn-
ng; but off poor Phelim must go in the van, to be clad in the gaol
lress, and herd, at degrading toil, with the skulking pickpocket or
e villanous burglar, who has been pursuing his nefarious trade for
jears. What a capital thing it would be if the magistrate were en-
abled to say, ‘ Phelim Mactwolter, you have been convicted of & vio-
ent assault—without dishonesty, mind; and you, being strong and
ible-bodied, are sentenced to serve as a soldier for twelve calendar
nonths. Your pay will go to your wife and family, if you have one ;
wnd when you are off duty, you may work at your trade.” Such an
xxperiment might be tried, perhaps, with great benefit to the county
utes, and to the future of Phelim Mactwolter. He might enter the
wmy a rowdy, and leave it a sober, steady, well-disciplined man, or
'emain in it to become a hero. They used to try these experiments
n old times, nor were the criminal classes increased by it. In our
wat-and-dried modern system, it is always the everlasting, immut-
ible, and inefficacious prison. To gaol with him! to gaol with
nm ! and an offender goes to gaol till he becomes indeed a gaol-bird,
mnd, vulture-like, pecks out the eyes of society.

Or, ¢ another way,’” but more impracticable of execution, I fear,
ban the last. What an excellent thing might it prove, if, instead
f the time of our magistrates being taken up by Irish rows, which
iways exhibit the same features, there was a supplementary police
ribunal, presided over by an assessor, than whom there could be no
setter one, I assume, than his reverence the Catholic priest of the
listrict. And in such a court, I suggest, the case being heard, both
helim and Dennis should be stretched on a table, and receive a
ound ‘batin’’ with a stick, the majority of stripes falling to the
bare of him who was most in the wrong. Thus everybody would
tet his deserts, and la vindicte publique would be satisfied.
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Captain Query, as the officers proceed towards the rooms of their
respective companies. ¢ Why cannot the colonel let the men enjoy
their dinner in peace ?’

‘ Deuce take it !’ says Lieutenant Bartle; ‘I promised to lunch
with the Grimstones, and I shall be kept hanging about these in-
fernal barracks for the next hour and a half, for no possible good
that I can see.’

¢ That sermon’s given me the devil of an appetite,” says Ensign
Gollop; ‘and looking at the men feeding will make it worse. I
wish the colonel would choose some other day. If I might smoke
a pipe, I wouldn’t mind.’

On entering the barrack-rooms, the officers find the men at table.
Instantly they all stand upright.

¢ Sit down and go on with your dinners,’ says the captain conde-
scendingly. ¢ Who’s the non-commissioned officer in charge of this
room ?° he continues.—* 0O, Corporal Trimmins, it's you, is it?
Now, look here: these accoutrements are not hung according to
regulation ; the order is, that the haversack should be on the left
side of the bed, and the cartouche-box two inches below the what’s-
its-name. You really ought to see to these things. Who'’s the man
belonging to this bed 7—Come here, sir, and arrange these things
properly, will you? Here's the colonel coming round, and, damme,
the room’s like a pigsty! Confound it, I will confine any man to
barracks who won't take the trouble to attend to the regulations!”

Interruptions of this description having spoiled the dinner of
most of the men, the room is finally got into a condition of appar-
ently the most perfect order. Captain Query casts a critical glance
around, and mentally observes, ¢ I'll be hanged if the colonel will be
able to find anything wrong here.” He therefore proceeds to the
other rooms occupied by his company, to which he has previously
dispatched his subalterns; and finding that those smart young
officers have taken care that they should be in an equally correct
condition of order, he returns to the first room, to await the arrival
of the commanding-officer.

The men have for the most part finished, by this time, their
disturbed meal, and are picking their teeth with their steel prongs,
and probably wishing the inspection were over, that they might be
off to their beer in the canteen, or their sweethearts in the town.
Presently a clatter of brass-and-steel-scabbarded sabres is heard, the
door is flung open with a tremendous ‘ T'chun! and the colonel,
followed by the adjutant, quartermaster, and sergeant-major, strides
into the apartment. Every man springs up. The commanding-
officer gives a searching look round the room. Everything appears
to be in the most correct military order. Captain Query chuckles
inwardly as he perceives that no fault can be found. But the eagle
eye of the commanding-officer is not to be deceived. He pounces
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remarks that the army is an excellent profession for an idle man.
But really the regimental captain of a company, or the subaltern in
his absence, although his duties may not require a very high order
of intellect, must be a man of very strict business habits, and go
through a considerable amount of dry, matter-of-fact work, or he
will simply lose money, unless he be particularly fortunate in his
pay-sergeant, who acts as his clerk. The commander of a company
draws its pay from the paymaster; and, after deducting all the ex-
penses which a soldier has incurred for hospital charges, stoppage
of pay while in prison, supplies from the quartermaster’s stores, &e.,
must pay him the remainder. At the end of every month there is
& settling-day, on which he must balance accounts with the hundred
men in his charge. And in these times, when so few soldiers re-
enlist at the expiration of their ten years’ service, it is rare to find
& sergeant upon whom the captain of a company can thoroughly
depend. That officer not only manages the pecuniary affairs of all
his men, but is, by regulation, acquainted with every circumstance
affecting them. He knows their religion, birthplace, age, and extent
of education. If they be married, he is also acquainted with their
wives and children ; in fact, he exercises generally a fatherly superin-
tendence over the soldiers of his company. It is hard that, because
military business is mostly transacted at an early hour of the morn-
ing, and officers are seen amusing themselves according to their own
devices in the afternoon, they should be branded as idlers. The
men may perhaps be seen occasionally in the afternoon drilling,
under the command of the adjutant, while the officers disport them-
selves in the costume of civilians; but it is because there are cer-
tain drills, called ¢ setting-up drills,” necessary for the instruction of
the men in carrying themselves and their rifles with proper steadi-
ness, at which it would be useless for the officers to attend ; and it
must be remembered that the average service of the latter is much
longer than that of the enlisted soldiers.

When we reflect that a captain has, according to the regulation
price, paid 1800L. for his commission; that he has probably served
for some fifteen years, ten of which, at least, will have been passed
on foreign service ; and that he only receives about 200l. per annum,
or little over ten per cent for his money, we think that his position
is not to be compared with that of the soldier to the disadvantage of
the latter. The officers, too, are obliged to subscribe for the main-
tenance of the band ; and, if unmarried, they are compelled to pay
two shillings every day for their mess-dinner, whether they eat it or
not. But it is a very good dinner usually. No other gentleman,
with an income of two or three hundred a year, can dine like an
officer of the army. Soup, fish, entrées, entremets, handsome plate,
and a servant to each cover if necessary, make amends for many
bardships ; such as early rising, dusty field-days (which are not
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military condition is usually that of single blessedness, the above-
mentioned fifteenpence per diem not being a satisfactory income to
IArry upon.

On the whole, the interior aspect of a regiment is not so pleasing
as its appearance upon parade. When it is drawn up in the thin
red line which has rendered the infantry of England so famous, and
the bayonets are glistening in the sunshine—when the great silken
colours, with the proud names of victories emblazoned on them, are
fluttering in the breeze, and the white-coated band are striking up—
then may the bystanders thrill with martial ardour, and think of the
glories the old corps in front of them has won. But to see the men
carrying their coals, cleaning their barrack-rooms, and breakfasting
on dry bed, is not suggestive of heroism or romance. It is distress-
ing to see a life-guardsman, in shining cairass and plumed helm,
jack-boots, long spurs, and clanking sword, carrying a basin of tea
and a piece of bread, which he is about to consume for his evening
meal. He ought, according to his appearance, to sup on a chine of
beef and a flagon of nut-brown ale, as in days of yore, when a soldier
was not such a mere regulated part of a machine, and was better
paid in proportion to the earnings of the rest of the community.

It is much to be deprecated that the private soldiers df all the
armies of Europe except our own can be trusted to wear their side-
arms when off duty. But unfortunately no reliance can be reposed
upon the discretion of men so liable to the bane of the British army,
drunkenness. Even the waist-belts, which the infantry wear off
duty when in full dress, can scarcely be allowed, so many drunken
brawls having occmrred in which they have been converted into
weapons. It is to be regretted, too, that more attention cannot be
bestowed upon making the recruit a soldier in sentiment as well as
carriage. Instead of being encouraged to respect himself as a
member of an honourable profession, he is rather instructed to con-
sider himself individually as naught—rvaluable only when disciplined
to merge self entirely in obedience to orders. Implicit and unre-
flecting obedience is the first essential of our military system; and
as at least a third of the recruits are unable to read and write, it
would perhaps be absurd to endeavour to inculcate its necessity by
appealing to their sense of honour and patriotism, or hope of glory,
ideas which they probably comprehend but vaguely. Besides, our
soldiers do not metaphorically carry the batons of field-marshals in
their knapsacks. Of late much has been done to improve the con-
dition of the soldier by the establishment of libraries, clubs, &c.
And the extra twopence per diem granted to him has been most
highly appreciated ; a vast addition having been afforded, by even
that small sum, to his creature comforts.

C. J. STONE.



RECOLLECTIONS OF A FOX-HUNTER
¢ Gaudet equis canibusque’

IN Two PARTS :—PART L.

AmH, even youth had no pleasure like it,—as the historian of the
¢ shires’ well wrote in Holmby House :

¢It is a curious mania, that fondness for hunting which pervades
the rural population of Great Britain, from the peer to the peasant,
and which we alone of all their progeny seem to have inherited from
our Scandinavian ancestors; a mania that outlives love, friendship,
literature, money-making, all the devices of poor human nature to
squander its most priceless possession—time.’

Yes; it is true. Only last season, after an interval of more
years than I care to count, I found myself sitting at the corner of a
gorse covert; and though my hair was quite a different colour from
what it was when I last jumped the ¢ double’ which let us into that
old mole-hilly field; though huntsman, master, and most of the
friendly enemies whom we used to try to ¢ cut down’—being cut
down more often by them—were gone, let us hope, to happier hunt-
ing-grounds,—though I confess that I can conceive nothing ¢ happier’
than a good ¢ mount’ from the stable of the now somewhat portly pro-
prietor of White’s, a large grass ground, hounds running hard, and a
big but fair fence, as good here as there, before you,—in spite of these
changes, I say, I felt as young and as eager as when Burn made my
first top-boots, and somebody & scarlet dress swallow-tailed coat, with
a collar after, I suppose, the fashion of the Regency. Keen? I should
think I was. ¢And afraid,’” perhaps you will say. Well, I confess
that if nobody else perceived the change of nerve, I did; and so, I
dare say, did Thunderbolt, by Thunderer out of Atmosphere; but
we kept the secret. Talk of shooting! Capital fun, or used to be,
when you shot with dogs, and your friend did not go back to Boodle's
and say: ‘D—d slow! I shot there four days, and I don’t think
" I averaged five hundred head a day. Cook! Not a good chef lived
with old Landless.” But shooting did make you quarrel with many
people. Now you never need hate your hunting neighbour, as you
do your relations, if he does not kill foxes. If he does, of course you
shoot him at the very next battue, or do to him that which Jack
S— did to me: he jumped on me when I got a superior header
over a stile in Covington-lane, nearly broke my spine, and quite
pulled off the tail of my coat, and then, shoving on the Cock of the
Heath, said: ¢ All right, old fellow. Dropped my glass ; could not



RECOLLECTIONS OF A FOXHUNTER 478

gsee it was you.’—Shooting! Why, how two neighbours used to
quarrel about their game! A pheasant’s feather would turn the
scale between two really good fellows and fox-preservers. But hunt-
ing—no, you need not quarrel. I believe in Actmon, and that he
was a good fellow ruined by keeping hounds—*eaten up by his
dogs.” What other translation is possible of

¢‘Actmon canibus preeda fit ipse suis’ ?

History repeats itself. We have Lords Suffield and Hastings; and
was not the Quorn pack seized by sheriff’s officers at John o’ Gaunt ?
It would have puzzled the sheriff or his officers some fifteen years
later to have caught the Quorn pack, much less taken them, when
we had a ¢ forty minutes’ from that cover in which one man lost his
hat, several their heads, and all of us our dinner at poor Side-
bottom’s (then Duke of Manchester), but none of us, if I remember
rightly, our places.

¢ Are you going to jump that fence ?’ said Lord G— to H— B—.

¢ I should think not,” was the reply; ¢ but I am going to try.’

I see the fence now, and fancy that it was close to a house in
which Lord Waterford lived when he kept drag-hounds and used
to paint turnpikes red, which now is the property of a very good
man.
It is so long since I first saw hounds, that I am rather uncertain
as to the day I was ¢ entered ;’ but I think it was at a Mrs. Moore’s
place in Staffordshire. I was driving the old lady as ¢ quiet in
harness’ in an armchair in her boudoir, when we saw a pack of
harriers running with what must have been a scent across the park.
From that day I became a bigoted worshipper at the shrine of the
huntress Diana. The first fox which I saw found I distinctly re-
member ; and also that I went ¢ to cover’ with my nurse.

It was at Pyrgo Park, Havering, old Conyers being master.
0ld Conyers, so long M.F.H. in Essex, was a curiosity. He loved
and understood the sport, but he could not jump & fence; and,
under the impression that he was the pink of politeness, most
courteous and cautious in his language, he used to swear harder
than Lord D—, who was not mealy-mouthed.

I never shall forget standing in the bay windows of B—'s with
Mr. Assheton Smith, Sir Henry Peyton, Sir Bellingham Graham,
and Mr. Delme Ratcliffe (all masters of foxhounds), and the Squire
observing :

¢ Well, I am d—d if any one ever heard me swear, in the field
or out of it !’

There was a roar.

Conyers said to poor dear George H—, who once won the Oaks,
and who used in a run, as Henry C— said, ¢ to gallop and jump more,
and be more last, than any one else :’
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¢ Why do you ride over my hounds, God bless you ?* Preserve
your eyes! why do you come here at all? Good luck! why, in
heaven’s name, don't you stay with Parry? I am d—d —no,
eondemned—if you come larking over my country for nothing ! Send
us a load of straw if you will not subscribe.’

Poor old squire ! he was a good sportsman, a great gentleman,
¢n amusing companion, and a good fellow, though he did say that
my nurse and myself most likely headed his fox at Pyrgo Park.

My next appearance in the field seems to me to have been with
a scratch pack of harriers, kept by one Mr. Robinson of Havering-
atte - Bower, where Queen Elizabeth made love, and the Countess
Paulet, at a later period, bred piebald donkeys; and, if I remem-
ber, my pony kicked the best hound, and I was ignominiously sent
home. I remember, however, as if it was yesterday, that I jumped
a ditch (it might have been three feet wide, but probably was not)
into Hainault Forest. The forest is now gone to the same limbo
as the hare, the pack, the pony, and the master of the Havering
harriers. Several years are supposed to elapse—passed at school—
¢ the happiest part of our life.” Is it? I confess I have found life
better fun since I saw a master or a tutor. D’Israeli is wrong:
it is not old age, but youth, which is a mistake, and boyhood s
blunder.

One fine spring day I was well out of bounds, when I heard
hounds running—it is music once heard never forgotten; and pre-
sently ¢ a great thing like a donkey,” as I heard it called years after, -
when they brought staggers’ down to Deane, and when a royal
highness had a first-rate mount on a horse which cost eight pounds.
The deer ran twenty miles, and was taken for the devil by a field
full of potato-diggers—a great brown beast jumped a fence just by
Hanger-hill, and I saw, for the first time I believe, Mr. Hubert de
Burgh—T have seen him since in many places, say from Ascot to
Paris, where he was a grandee, when there was a Paris and grandees.
Merrily streaming over a grass country, second only to the shires
—according to Shirker and Turner it was better, for it was ¢ grass
without danger’'—came a pack running hard, and the deer was
taken close to Ealing-common. I saw it was ‘nailed,” and put
in the bill ; but at that very altar I swore that I would hunt some-
thing while I lived.

I have done so. Fame, success, happiness, knowledge, hope,
friendship—I say, Bah! they are for carly youth only. But, if not
too fat or too friendless, you can yet get a mount and hunt a fox.
Later we started  a stud:’ we, I say, for we were several—a governor
of a West-Indian island, and two or three friends, whose huntings
were as irregular as their habits, and who were, after a late night,

* The language used was perhaps stronger, in fact much ‘ more pagan than par-
lismentary.’
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likely to wake on Saturday and say: ¢ Dear me! we sent on our
horses to Crick yesterday.’

Crick is a hill in Northamptonshire, which is as great a bore to
cavaliers now as Naseby field was to Rupert, when men rode for
their king. But in these days we used to chase chiefly the over-fed
deer with a pack of perfect hounds, save foot-lameness, which then
was rampant, hunted by the best stag-hunter, and one of the finest
cross-country riders in England, which in hunting parlance means
England, Ireland, Scotland, Europe—the world.

Davis was about the most elegant horseman I have ever seen ;
one of the few snaffle-bridle riders who brought their theory to
practice. A friend of mine used to say, that there were only three
horses in England fit to be ridden with a curb, and that three men
with ¢hands’ could not be found to ride them. His motto was,
¢ Let them go, and they will not fall for their sake, let alone mine.’
And Davis believed in that friend of mine. He jumped into a lane
at Egham, after forty minutes, over a fence I have never seen
matched, saying, ¢ Now, Mr. Davis, is it over the road, or on? I
think on;’ and on he went. The mare had been the leader in the
Uxbridge omnibus that morning. To be sure, it turned out that
the mare was Jewess, a celebrated hunter of Lord Waldegrave’s.
It would be difficult to class the splendi® riders and the magnifi-
cent horsemen, which one who has hunted with almost all the best
packs in England has seen. However, ‘aristocracy’ wins easy ;
the well-bred ones, riders or ridden, get usually first into that last
field which is the erucial test of how you ¢ went.” To dare to make
a list of ¢ customers’ is a bold and not an enviable task; and if I leave
out any hard-riding good fellow, I shall do as did the man who was
introduced to the Baron Malortye, a cousin of Bismarck’s, and a
great duellist—beg his pardon for everything beforehand. I will begin
with my favourite county. The Fitzwilliam I have often seen, and
vainly tried to follow, on a ¢ Wednesday at 10 o’clock ;' Alec Good-
man, the finest rider in Europe; Frank Gordon, the next best;
Charles Bevill, as elegant as Lord Wilton, and as quick; Tom
George, whom I perhaps admire as much as any one, as he was
even heavier than Iwas, whom you could not beat, and who knew every
inch of the country. ¢Come this way, Mr. Blank,” he said to me
one day in Lord Lilford’s most serious country, where the fences
are barricades. ¢ Why, hounds are running straight for Thorpe !’
¢ Never mind that,’” said he; I have just put up new rails five foot
high in the next field.” So I was persuaded, turned, and we got to
the hounds first, save one man. Who was he ?

¢ Why," said Tom George, ‘there’s the Captain and your
white horse!” And so it was: the ‘cool’ Captain came up to the
rails and jumped them like a bird. Poor Reynolds of the 11th
offered 800l. for Whitebait when we killed—he cost me 80l., and






RECOLLECTIONS OF A FOXHUNTER 477

¢ We must jump the brook,’ said Tom George.

¢ Brook to the right, hounds running left,’ said my lord, charg-
ing an oxer, where he nearly broke his knee-cap, and had to go
home. Curiously enough, I rode up to the meet with Reynolds of
the 11th, who had never seen his old chief since the day he himself
was forced to leave the regiment, through one of those squabbles
which did everybody so much harm. George Beers, for years hunts-
man to the Oakley, assured'me that Lord Cardigan was the ¢ hardest’
man he had ever seen.

¢ Over two walls, in and out of a lane in Leicestershire, with his
eyes fixed on heaven! Now he could have no business there !’

Lords Aboyne and Sandwich both went well; and how they did
enjoy it! Lord Aboyne was the youngest man for his age I ever
saw, and the best-looking; he was as handsome as Lord Frank
Gordon his brother, and a better figure. We were sitting one day
after dinner, when he said,

¢ Let’s talk about hunting; my wife does not mind it !’

He was what Dick Christian used to call ‘a powerful man for
timber,’ and jumped rails on the slightest provocation. He had a
nephew, who, when he rode one of his uncle’s horses, always got
to the end of the run, and perhaps the horse; for his creed was,
‘be with them I will.” I suppose he weighed about a hundred
pounds in those days.

There was a boy too—1I fear, for his sake, that he is now a man
—who used to ride wonderfully: Roper, now of the —th Foot. He
cat down Charlie Lindow and this mild scribbler (on his best horse)
one day in Gidding Open Field, and, when we were blundering
through gaps, was careering over gates on his roan pony. Tom
Percival used to go hard if he got a chance, and was a good judge
of hunting ; but I have reserved till now the goodly person of Tom
Sebright, who came from Osbaldiston to Earl Fitzwilliam, and died
at Milton. As a judge of the ‘noble science,” I should say he was
Jacile princeps—at least I have seen him easily first very often. In
figure he was rather like Punch than Apollo, and had no legs; but
then he had a long body, and I should say the highest cap in all
hunting England. He never used bad language, always rode with
a slack rein, and had a theory that his business was to keep his eyes
on his hounds, and that the duty of his horse was to keep him close
to them: if he fell down, he must get up again—that was his affair.
With friends he was very amusing. ¢ Ride over them now, Captain,’
he would say, as his pet pack streamed away from Ashton Wold ;
‘¢ you've got my leave.” I shall never forget his remark when some
children holloed a hare. ‘O dear me! O dear me! Poor neglected
little things, don’t know a fox from a hare !—Hold up, horse !’

Well, he is gone to ground ; but George Carter exists, and Le
too is bad to beat. I have known him from & boy, and he always
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was a good one. I wonder if he remembers a cub-hunting run from
Ashton Spinnies to the other side of the great North road, when he
said, ¢ Biggish place, sir; so early in the season, and mortal blind.
You're fresher than I am; just jump it, and see what it is

I suppose, take him all in all, we shall never see a second Lord
Wilton in the saddle; he goes such a pace, and knows exactly
how fast he is going. It is a curious hunting fact, that for ten
men who will jump anything, there is about one who is not afraid
to gallop.

¢ Confound Goodman !’ said, one day, Charlie Lindow (and he
was pretty quick) ; ‘I think I am there, and I see him half a field
before me !’

When I first saw the High Leicestershire, there were many
artists : Lord Gardner, the Ollivers, little Gilmour, Sterling Craw-
ford, the Suttons (who ought to be painted in one pictare, sar-
rounded with a wreath of ¢ brushes’); Whyte-Melville, who now has
his wreath. It was Dick Sutton, I think, who, like our old school-
fellow, wept because there were no more worlds to conquer; and
never went out shooting, because he never missed, or out hunting,
_because he was always first. I believe the man who enjoys shoot-
ing is he who never hits but by accident : when a sumicidal pheasant
falls, he is indeed happy, and exclaims with the Latin poet,

¢ Here, here; I am he who did it ;'

while Lord Rangerfield is in a fit because he has missed one
¢ rocketer.’” I wish I knew the names of a tenth part of the farmers
who rode well in the midland counties, that I might register them
in this paper; and such good fellows should be remembered and
recorded by one who owes them so much. I shall never forget the
first time I asked my way in the Fitzwilliam country.

¢ Want to go to Elton Thorns to-morrow.’

‘Well, you go so-and-so, till you come to so-and-so; then ask
for Jack Orme, and he will give you some pork-pie and sherry, and
ride on with you.’

It is the history of hunting countries—foxes and friendship,
pheasants and foes. I love a farmer; and the greatest compliment
I have ever been paid was one which I overheard one day from one
of them, when hounds checked suddenly right in the glorious ¢ open’
before the great Kimbolton woods. I ventured to suggest that the
fox was forward ; that he had not gone to the left, as the sheep were
quict; that he was away to the right, as a flock of pigeons was
frightened. I was right for once ; and as Farmer Thomas thrust
his big bay horse through a ¢ bullfinch,’ he muttered, ¢ Good chap.
good chap! ought to be a farmer.’

While I think of it—for this is a roving diary, and records things
as they come back to the memory (ah, fond recollections of the past,
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you are both sorrowful and pleasant !)—our county historian says,
all men who can ride screws over a country, ride also more or less
upon Pegasus; and, entre nous, he must have been used up, and
an awful screw years ago; but I am sure that our prose poet is
right.

I wish Pegasus to pull up a minute, and let me write down the
terrific pace at which the present Earl Fitzwilliam used to gallop
over a country: his brother George was a harder rider; but ¢ my
lord’ was always close to hounds, and, as some one said, was going
best pace when you thought he was standing still. But, to be sure,
he had (I speak of 1851-52, when it rained for four months, when
all the hair came off our horses’ legs, and kindly masters would not
send a servant to cover, much less have out a second horse) the best
stud I ever saw; and if Morocco by Mulatto was not a grand horse,
a speedy and safe conveyance, I have never seen one.

I shall never forget that season, nor the expression of the face
of the faithfal M— (whom some of your readers will remember, as
he did their fathers’ grandmothers, the scandals about their lovers,
and the ladies they loved) ; at least, I don’t.

¢ Sunday, sir! yes, sir; and of course it’s a fine hunting day;
hounds will hardly keep in the kennel. You must go to town and
get your hair cut, though, to-night ; for Henry says that there is not
a hair on any of the legs of the stud, and all your clothes are wet to
the skin.’

¢ What o’clock—One, sir 2’

¢ Called the Captain ?’

¢ No, sir; you know he never gets up on Sunday; and besides,
his gentleman told me that, as he had two lame, he thought he
should not get up till Catworth gorse on Wednesday.’

And then what fine riders used to come out of the Household
Brigade and the cavalry, and from the universities !'—but it would
require a book as big as an Army List to chronicle them. But I
must hark back. I shall not easily forget the first day I hunted
with the ¢ Queen’s.” The meet was at Southall, between Hanwell
and Ealing, and I rode down. Going through Ealing, I was passed
by Lord Chesterfield’s coach, the Taglioni, on which he drove a
curious load. Among them I can remember Lord Pembroke, Count
D’Orsay (got up after that style which, good or bad, was his own),
and another individual who has since that day’s hunting made some
noise in the world—Prince Louis Napoleon! The future Emperor
of the French used to ride well, and was very hard; Lord Chester-
field sometimes very hard ; and Lord Pembroke, whose stud was per-
fection, very seldom. I think we had had what somebody called ‘ an
early vegetable run,” and with the fine Harrow country before us,
kept in market-gardens. I know that we thought it good fun. In
those days, ¢ consule Chesterfield,’ it was rather the right thing to
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send some of your stud up from the shires, and get a few days
with Davis at the end of the season. I can just remember Colonel
Standish and Sir Henry Peyton—two of Davis’s pets—Lord A.
St. Maur, and other dandies (there were ¢ dandies’ on the earth in
those days), and they used to try and cut one another down; but
none of them could beat the huntsman Charles Davis, who glided
over a country like a bird. And then what a swell he was when he
rode up the course at Ascot! and how fond he was of hunting! I
met him once in Oxford-street, and he said,

¢ Why, sir, you do not look in condition; I am sure you do not
hunt enough.’

I said, ¢ Four days a week usually ; six, when I can get a horse.’

¢ Then, depend on it, your constitution, like mine, requires seven
days,’ was the reply.

I have seen some jolly days with the Royal Staggers, and some
fine runs. From Pole Hill to Paddington was the ne plus ultra of
a clipper; and if it was not very ‘deep,’ it was a nice galloping
country.

¢ What place is this ?’ asked a man one day, as he neatly doubled
a fence into the Finchley road.

¢ That be London,’ said a road-scraper, who, for a wonder, was
not deaf. .

There was a fine run too one day from the New Lodge at Ascot,
when horses and hounds stopped on a hill beyond Henley, the deer
fairly beating them and getting away. A ludicrous incident marked
the ¢uncarting’ that day. Two men who were not afraid to go
hired two horses of William Tollit. When they found their mounts,
the two animals were so thin that they were ashamed, and had
them hidden by the side of a haystack till the hounds were layed
on; then they got up, but to avoid the ¢field,” which, as often hap-
pens till it gets warm, preferred to ¢’ammer, 'ammer, ‘ammer on
the 'ard 'igh road,’ to jumping, they kept in the park, and were
rewarded by seeing the hounds blazing away towards a great park
paling. It was too late to repent or to retreat; for the ¢ road’ could
now see them, and both confessed afterwards that their horses would
not refuse ; so at it they went, and landed safely over one of really
the biggest bits of timber I have seen jumped; I have read of six
feet, sceven feet—and eight feet in Ireland. The horses turned out
to be the remains of two of the finest ever ridden, the Creeper and
Tom Tug. Young and sound, they would have been worth 500l
each; even in their ashes burned the wonted fires; and they were
not the first to stop on that cruel hill.




THE LOVELS OF ARDEN

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘ LADY AUDLEY’S SECBET,' ETC.

CuarTer X XX, THE NEAREST WAY T0 CARLSRUHE.

A GREAT event befell George Fairfax in the spring of the new year.
He received a summons to Lyvedon, and arrived there only in time
to attend his uncle’s death-bed. The old man died, and was buried
in the tomb of his forefathers—a spacious vaulted chamber beneath
Lyvedon church—and George Fairfax reigned in his stead. Since
his brother’s death he had known that this was to be, and had
accepted the fact as a matter of course. His succession caused him
very little elation. He was glad to have unlimited ready-money,
but, in the altered aspect of his life, he did not care much for the
estate. With Geraldine Challoner for his wife, the possession of
such a place as Lyvedon would have been very agreeable to him.
He could have almost resigned himself to the ordinary country gen-
tleman’s life: to be a magnate in the county; to attend at petty
sessions, and keep himself well posted in parochial questions; to
make himself a terror to the soul of poachers, and to feel that his
youth was over. But now it was different. He had no wife, nor
any prospect of a wife. He had no definite plans for his fature.
For a long time he had been going altogether the wrong way; lead-
ing a roving, desultory kind of existence ; living amongst men whose
habits and principles were worse than his own.

He sent for his mother, and installed her as mistress of Lyve-
don. The place and the position suited her to admiration. He
spent & month in dawdling about the neighbourhood, taking stock
of his new possessions, now and then suggesting some alteration or
improvement, but always too lazy to carry it out; strolling in the
park with a couple of dogs and a cigar, or going fly-fishing along
the bank of a little winding river ; driving in an open carriage with
his mother; yawning over a book or a newspaper all the evening,
and then sitting up till late into the night, writing letters which might
just as easily have been written in the day. His manner made his
mother anxious. Once, with a sigh, she ventured to say how much
she regretted the breaking-off his engagement to Lady Geraldine.

¢ You were so admirably adapted for each other,’ she said.

¢ Yes, mother, admirably adapted, no doubt ; but you see we did
not love each other.” He felt a little pang of remorse as he said this,
for it misgave him that Geraldine had loved him. ¢ It would have
been like those chestnut ponies you drive ; they go very well together,
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and look superb, but they are always snapping at each other’s heads.
I don't mean to say that Geraldine and I would have quarrelled—
one might as well try to quarrel with a rock—but we shouldn't have
got on. In short, I have a prejudice in favour of marrying a woman
I could love.’

¢ And yet I thought you were so much attached to her.’

¢I was—in the way of friendship. Her society had become a
kind of habit with me. I do really like her, and shall always con-
sider her one of the handsomest and cleverest women I know ; but it
was a mistake to ask her to marry me, and might have been a fatal
one. You will say, of course, that a man ought not to make that
kind of mistake. I quite agree with you there; but I made it, and
I think it infinitely better to pnll up even at an awkward point than
to make two lives miserable.’

Mrs. Fairfax sighed, and shook her head doubtfully.

¢ 0, George, George, I'm afraid there was some newer fancy—
some secret reason for your conduct to poor Geraldine,’ she said in
a reproachful tone.

¢ My dear mother, I have a dozen fancies in a month, and rarely
know my own mind for a week at a stretch ; but I do know that I
never really loved Geraldine Challoner, and that it is better for me
to be free from an ill-advised engagement.’

Mrs. Fairfax did not venture to press the question any farther.
She had her suspicions, and her suspicions pointed to Clarisss.
But Clarissa now being married and fairly out of the way, she had
some faint hope that her son would return to his old allegiance, and
that she might even yet have Geraldine Challoner for her daughter.
In the mean time she was fain to be patient, and to refrain from any
irritating persistence upon a subject that was very near to her heart.

So far as her own interests were concerned, it would have been
8 pleasant thing for Mrs. Fairfax that her son should remain a
bachelor. The sovereignty of Lyvedon was a pure and perfect de-
light to her. The place was the home of her childhood ; and there
was not a thicket in the park, or a flower-bed in the garden, that was
not familiar and dear to her. Every corner of the sombre old rooms
—in which the furniturec had been unchanged for a century—had
its tender associations. All the hopes and dreams of her long-van-
ished youth came back to her, faint and pale, like faded flowers shut
in the leaves of a book. And in the event of her son’s marriage,
she must of course resign all this—must make a new home for
herself outside the walls of Lyvedon; for she was not a woman to
accept a secondary place in any household. Considering the ques-
tion merely from a selfish point of view, she had every reason to be
satisfied with the existing state of things; but it was not of herself
she thought. She saw her son restless and unsettled, and had a
secret conviction that he was unhappy. There had been much in
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the history of his past life that had troubled her; and for his future
her chief hope had been in the security of a jndicions marriage. She
was a woman of strong religious feeling, and had shed many bitter
tears and prayed many prayers on account of this beloved son.

The beloved son in the mean while dawdled away life in a very
unsatisfactory manner. He found the roads and lanes about Lyve-
don remarkable for nothing but their dust. There were wild flowers,
of course—possibly nightingales and that sort of thing; but he pre-
ferred such imported bouquets, grown on the flowery slopes of the
Mediterranean, as he could procure to order at Covent-garden; and
the song of nightingales in the dusky after-dinner-time made him
melancholy. The place was a fine old place, and it was undoubt-
edly a good thing to possess it; but George Fairfax had lived too
wild a life to find happiness in the simple pleasures of a Kentish
squire. So, after enduring the placid monotony of Lyvedon for a
couple of months, he grew insufferably weary all at once, and told
his mother that he was going to the Black Forest.

¢ It's too early to shoot capercailzies,’ he said, ¢ but I daresay I
shall find something to do. I'm nothing but a bore to you here,
mother; and you can amuse yourself, while I'm gone, in carrying
out any of the improvements we’ve discussed.’ :

Mrs. Fairfax assured her son that his presence was always a
delight to her, but that, of course, there was nothing in the world
she desired 8o much as his happiness, and that it had been a pain
to her to see him otherwise than happy.

‘I had hoped that the possession of this place would have given
you so much occupation,’ she said, ¢that yon would have gone into
parliament and made a position for yourself.’

¢ My dear mother, I never had any affection for politics; and,
unless a man could be a modern Pitt, I don’t see the use of that
kind of thing. Every young Englishman turns his face towards the
House of Commons, as the sunflower turns to the sun-god ; and see
what a charming level of mediocrity we enjoy in consequence thereof.’

¢ Anything that would occupy your mind, George,’ remonstrated
Mrs. Fairfax.

¢ The question is, whether I have any mind to be occupied,
mother,’ replied the young man with a laugh. ¢I think the average
modern intellect, when it knows its own capacity, rarely soars above
billiards. That is a science; and what can a man be more than
scientific ?’

¢ It is so easy to langh the subject down in that way, George,’ re-
turned the mother with a sigh. ¢But a man has duties to perform.’

¢ Surely not s man with an estate like this, mother! I can
never understand that talk about the duties of a rich man, except
to pay his income-tax properly. A fellow with a wife and children,
and no income to speak of, has duties, of course—imprimis, the duty
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He went in at the lodge gate, and strolled idly into the park,
not being at all clear as to how he was to bring about what he
wanted. The weather was lovely—weather in which few people,
untrammelled by necessity, would have cared to remain indoors.
There was just the chance that Mrs. Granger might be strolling in
the park herself, and the still more remote contingency that she
might be alone. He was quite prepared for the possibility of meet-
ing her accompanied by the lynx-eyed Miss Granger; and was not a
man to be thrown off his guard or taken at a disadvantage, come
what might.

The place wore its fairest aspect: avenues of elms, that had
begun to grow when England was young; gigantic oaks dotted
here and there upon the undulating open ground, reputed a thou-
sand years old ; bright young plantations of rare fir and pine, that
had a pert crisp newness about them, like the air of a modern
dandy ; everywhere the appearance of that perfect care and culture
which is the most conclusive evidence of unlimited wealth.

George Fairfax looked round him with a sigh. The scene he
looked upon was very fair. It was not difficult to understand how
dear association might have made so beautiful a spot to such a girl
as Clarissa. She had told him she would give the world to win
back her lost home; and she had given—something less than the
world—only herself. ¢ Paris is worth a mass,’ said the great Henry;
and Clarissa’s perjury was only one more of the many lies which
men and women have told to compass their desires.

He kept away from the carriage-roads, loitering in the remoter
regions of the park, and considering what he should do. He did
not want to present himself at the Court as a formal visitor. In the
first place, it would have been rather difficult to give any adequate
reason for his presence in Holborough ; and in the second, he had
an unspeakable repugnance to any social intercourse with Clarissa’s
husband.

How he was ever to see her in the future without that hideous
hypocrisy of friendliness towards Daniel Granger, he knew not; but
he knew that it would cost him dearly to take the hand of the man
who had supplanted him.

He wandered on till he came to a dell where the ground was
broken a good deal, and where the fern seemed to grow more luxu-
riantly than in any other part of the park. There was a glimpse of
blue water at the bottom of the slope—a narrow strip of a streamlet
running between swampy banks, where the forget-me-nots and pale
water-plants ran riot. This verdant valley was sheltered by some
of the oldest hawthorns George Fairfax had ever seen—very Methu-
selahs of trees, whose grim old trunks and crooked branches time
had twisted into the queerest shapes, and whose massive boles and
strange excrescences of limb were covered with the moss of past
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She wondered whether he was staying at Hale; and then it
flashed upon her that there had been a reconciliation between-him
and Lady Geraldine.

‘I have not been long in Yorkshire. I am merely here en pas-
sant, in short. My only excuse for approaching you lies in the fact
that I have come to talk to you about your brother.’

¢ About Austin!’ exclaimed Clarissa, with a look of alarm.
¢ There is nothing wrong—he is well, I hope ?’

¢ Pray don’t alarm yourself. Yes, he is tolerably well, I believe ;
and there is nothing wrong—nothing that need cause you any im-
mediate concern, at least. I am going to Paris, and I thought you
might be glad to send some message.’

*You are very kind to think of that ; yes, I shall be glad to send
to him. He is not a good correspondent, and I get very anxious
about him sometimes. What you said just now seemed to imply
that there was something wrong. Pray be candid with me, Mr.
Fairfax.’

He did not answer her immediately ; in fact, for the moment he
scarcely was conscious of her words. He was looking at the beau-
tiful face—Ilooking at it with a repressed passion that was deeper
and more real than any he had ever felt in his life. His thoughts
wandered away from Austin Lovel. He was thinking what he would
have given, what peril he would have dared, to call this woman his
own. All this lower world seemed nothing to him when weighed
against her; and in such a moment a man of his stamp rarely re-
members any other world.

¢ There is something wrong,’ repeated Clarissa with increasing
anxiety. I entreat you to tell me the truth !’

‘Yes, there is something wrong,” he answered vaguely; and
then, wrenching his mind away from those wild speculations as to
what he would or would not do to win Daniel Granger's wife, he
went on in another tone : ‘‘ The truth is, my dear Mrs. Granger,
I was in Paris last winter, and saw something of your brother’s
mode of life; and I cannot say that I consider it a satisfactory one.
You have sent him a good deal of money since I saw you last, I
daresay ? Pray understand that there is nothing intrusive or im-
pertinent in my question. I only wish to be some use to you, if I
can.’

‘I am sure of that. Yes; I have sent him what I could—about
four hundred pounds—since last June ; and he has been very grate-
ful, poor fellow! He ought to know that he is welcome to every
shilling I have. I could send him much more, of course, if I cared
to ask my husband for money.’

¢ It is wiser to trust to your own resources. And I doubt if the
command of much money would be a positive benefit to your brother.
You have asked me to be candid; and I shall obey you, even at the
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Year’s day in Paris. I think, if I were to express a wish about it,
he would take me there; and it would be such happiness to me to
see Austin!” And then Mrs. Granger thought of her baby, and
wondered whether the atmosphere of Paris would be favourable to
that rare and beauteous blossom ; whether the tops-and-bottoms of
the French capital would agree with his tender digestive machinery,
and if the cowkeepers of the Faubourg St. Honoré were an honest
and unadulterating race. The very notion of taking the treasure
away from his own nurseries, his own cow, his own goat-chaise, was
enough to make her shudder.

¢It would be the best chance for his redemptlon A little
womanly kindness and counsel from you to the wife might bring
about a happier state of things in his home ; and a man who can be
happy at home is in a measure saved. It is hardly possible for your
brother to mix much with the people amongst whom I saw him with-
out injury to himself. They are people to whom dissipation is the
very salt of life ; people who breakfast at the Moulin Rouge at three
o’clock in the afternoon, and eat ices at midnight to the music of
the cascade in the Bois; people to be seen at every race-meeting ;
men who borrow money at seventy-five per cent to pay for opera-
boxes and dinners at the Café Riche, and who manage the rest of
their existence on credit.’

¢ But what could my influence do against such friends as these ?’
asked Clarissa in a hopeless tone.

¢ Who can say ? It might do wonders. I know your brother has
a heart, and that you have power to touch it. Take my advice, Mrs.
Granger, and try to be in Paris as soon as you can.’

¢I will,” she answered fervently. ‘I would do anything to save
him.” She looked at her watch, and rose from the seat under the
hawthorn. ¢It is nearly two o’clock,’ she said, ¢ and I must go back
to the house. You will come to luncheon, of course ?’

¢ Thanks—no. I have an engagement that will take me back
to the town immediately.’

¢ But Mr. Granger will be surprised to hear that you have been
here without calling npon him.’

¢ Need Mr. Granger hear of my coming 2’ George Fairfax asked
in a low tone.

Clarissa flushed scarlet.

‘I have no secrets from my husband, Mr. Fairfax,” she said,
¢ even about trifles.’

¢ Ten thousand pardons! I scarcely want to make my presence
here a secret; but, in short, I came solely to speak to you about a
subject in which I knew you were deeply interested, and I had not
contemplated calling upon Mr. Granger.’

They were walking slowly up the grassy slope as they talked ;
and after this there came a silence, during which Clarissa quickened
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there were nothing upon this earth left for him to desire. But
be was a little puzzled by the presence of George Fairfax, never-
theless.

Holborough was a small place ; and he began to speculate im-
mediately upon the identity of this bachelor friend of Mr. Fairfax's.
It was not a garrison town. The young men of the place were for
the most part small professional men— half-a-dozen lawyers and
doctors, two or three curates, a couple of bankers’ sons, an auetioneer
or two, ranking vaguely between the trading and professional classes,
and the sons of tradesmen. Among them all Mr. Granger could
remember no one likely to be a friend of George Fairfax. It might
possibly be one of the curates; but it seemed scarcely probable that
Mr. Fairfax would come two hundred and fifty miles to abide three
days with a curate. Nor was it the season of partridges. There
was no shooting to attract Mr. Fairfax to the neighbourhood of
Holborough. There was trout, certainly, to be found in abundance
in brooks, and river within a walk of the town; and Mr. Fairfax
might be passmnntely fond of fly-fishing.

‘You will come in and have some luncheon, of course,” Mr.
Granger said, when they came to the gateway, where George Fair-
fax pulled up, and began to wish them good-bye. Not to ask the
man to eat and drink would have seemed to him the most unnatural
thing in the world.

¢ Thanks. I think I had better deny myself that pleasure,” Mr.
Fairfax said doubtfully. ¢ The day is getting on, and—and I have
an engagement for the afternoon.’” (‘Trout, no doubt,” thought Mr.
Granger.) ‘I have seen you, that is the grand point. I could
not leave Yorkshire without paying my respects to you and Mrs.
Granger.’

‘ Do you leave so soon ?’

¢ To-morrow, I think.’

¢ A hurried journey for trout,” thought Mr. Granger.

He insisted upon the visitor coming in to luncheon. George
Fairfax was not very obdurate. It was so sweet to be near the
woman he loved, and he had not the habit of refusing himself the
things that were sweet to him. They went into the small dining-
room. The luncheon-bell hed rung a quarter of an hour ago, and
Miss Granger was waiting for her parents, with an air of placid self
abnegation, by an open window.

There was a good deal of talk during luncheon, but the chief
talker was George Fairfax. Clarissa was grave, and somewhat ab-
sent. She was thinking of her brother Austin, and the gloomy
account of him which she had just heard. It was hardly a surprise
to her. His letters had been few and far between, and they had
not been hopeful, or, at the best, brightened by only a flash of hope-
fulness, which was more like bravado, now and then. His necessity
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Instead of going straight back to the Holborough high-road, Mr.
Fairfax struck across the woods by that path which led to the mill-
stream and the orchard, where he had parted from Clarissa on that
cheerless October night nearly three years ago. He knew that Mr.
Lovel was away, and the cottage only tenanted by servants, and he
had a fancy for looking at the place where he had been so angry and
so miserable—the scene of that one rejection which had stung him
to the very quick, the single humiliation of his successful career. It
was only the morbid fancy of an idle man, who had an afternoon to
dispose of somehow.

Half-way between the Court and the cottage, he heard the jing-
ling of bells, and presently, flashing and gleaming among the tregs,
he saw a gaily-painted carriage drawn by a pair of goats, with plated
harness that shone in the sun. Mixed with the joyous jingle of the
bells, there came the sound of an infant’s laughter. It was the baby
taking his after-dinner airing, attended by a couple of nurses. A
turn in the path brought George Fairfax and the heir of Arden face
to face.

A sudden impulse seized him—a sudden impulse of tenderness
for her child. He took the little bundle of rosy babyhood and lace
and mauslin in his arms, and kissed the soft little face as gently as a
woman, and looked into the innocent blue eyes, dilated to an almost
impossible extent in a wondering stare, with unspeakable love and
melancholy in his own. Great heaven! if Clarissa had been his wife,
this child his son, what a happy man he might have been, what a
new charm there would have been in the possession of a fine estate,
what a new zest in life, the savour of which seemed to have departed
altogether of late ! '

He put the little one back into his cushioned seat in the goat-
chaise with supreme care and gentleness, not ruffling so much as
a plume in his dainty white satin hat.

“A fine boy, Mrs. Nurse,” he said, feeling in his waistcoat-
pocket for bacsheesh; to which proposition the portly head-nurse,
who had stared at him, aghast with horror, while he handled the
infant, assented with enthusiasm.

¢ Inever nursed a finer, sir; and I was head-nurse to Lady Fitz-
Lubin, which my lady had five boys, and not a girl between them;
and Mrs. Granger does doat on him so. I never see a ma that
rapt up in her child.’

Mr. Fairfax gave her half a sovereign, stooped down to kiss the
baby again—it is doubtful if he had ever kissed a baby before—and
then walked on, wondering at the new sensation. Such a little soft
thing, that opened its mouth to be kissed, like a petted bird! And
yet he could contemplate a fature in which he should come between
Clarissa and this child ; he could dream of a possibility which should
make its mother’s name a shame to this little one.
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fine old red-brick building that filled nearly one side of the mar-
ket-place.

It happened that just as Mr. Granger rode along the High-street,
where there were some half a dozen stragglers visible upon a wide
expanse of pavement, and one carriage waiting at the draper’s, Mr.
Fairfax walked up the broad steps of the hotel and entered—entered
with the air of 8 man who lived there, Daniel Granger thought.
And he had said that he was staying with a bachelor friend. Mr.
Granger rode slowly past the principal part of the hotel to an arch-
way at the end—an archway leading to livery stables, where the
ostler was lounging. He stopped opposite this archway, and beck-
oned the man over to him.

¢ There was a gentleman went into the hotel just now,’ he said ;
¢ did youn see him ?’

‘ Yes, sir, I seed him. Mr. Fairfax; him as was to have mar-
ried Lady Laura Armstrong’s sister.’

¢ Is he staying in the house, do you know ?’ .

¢ Yes, sir; came last night, down from London. Shall I take
him your card, sir ?’

¢ No, thank you, Giles; I won’t call upon him this afternoon.
I only wanted to be sure. Good-day.’

He rode on. What was the meaning of this lie which George
Fairfax had told him ? Had it any meaning which it behoved him
to fathom ? It was strange, at the least—strange enough to make
Mr. Granger very uncomfortable as he rode slowly back to the Court.

CHAPTER XXXI.

ATUSTIN.

LATE in the autumn of that year, Mr. Granger and his house-
hold took up their abode in Paris. Clarissa had expressed a wish
to winter in that brilliant city, and Daniel Granger had no greater
desire than to please her. But, in making any concession of this
kind, he did it in such a quiet unobtrusive way, that his wife was
scarcely aware how entirely her wishes had been studied. He was
too proud a man to parade his affection for her; he kept a check
upon himself rather, and in a manner regulated his own conduct by
the standard of hers. There was never any show of devotion on his
part. The world might have taken them for a couple brought
together by convenience, and making the best of their loveless
union.

So, with regard to the gratification of her wishes, it seemed
always that the thing which Clarissa desired, happened to suit his
own humour, rather than that he sacrificed all personal feeling for
her pleasure. In this Parisian arrangement it had been so, and his
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she and Mr. Armstrong will come over for a week or two, wlnle we
are there.’

¢ And poor Lady Geraldine Challoner ?’ . v

Miss Granger always exhibited a profound pity for Lady Geral-
dine, and never lost any opportunity of dwelling upon Mr. Fairfax’s
bad conduct.

‘No; I don’t suppose Lady Geraldine would go with them,’
Clarissa answered, colouring a little. The name of Geraldine Chal-
loner was always painful to her. ¢ She doesn’t care about going
anywhere.’

¢ Perhaps she would not care to rurr the risk of meeting Mr.
Fairfax,’ suggested Sophia.

Mr. Granger looked up again, with that shadow of displeasure
upon his countenance.

¢ She would not be more likely to meet him in Paris than at
Hale,’ replied Clarissa. ¢ He has gone to Germany.’

¢ Yes, for the autumn, he said. Depend upon it,’he will spend
the winter in Paris. I have always observed that those dissipated
kind of men prefer Paris to London.’

‘I don’t think you have any right to call Mr. Fairfax dissipated,
Sophia,’ said her father, with an offended air; ¢and I don't think
that his movements can be of the smallest consequence to you, nor
those of the Hale Castle people either. Clarissa and I have deter-
mined to spend two or three months in Paris, and we are not in the
slightest degree dependent upon our English friends for our enjoy-
ment there. If you are disinclined to accompany us, and would
rather remain at Arden—’

¢ O, papa, papa !’ cried Sophia, with an injured look, ¢ don’t say
that ; don’t allow me to think I have grown quite indifferent to you.’

“ You have not grown indifferent to me; but I don’t want to
take you away from home against your wish.’

¢ My wish is to be anywhere with you, papa; anywhere—even
though you may feel me an incumbrance. I could endure the humi-
liation of feeling that, so long as I was allowed to remain with you.’

Mr. Granger gave a sigh that was almost a groan, and, for per-
haps the first time in his life, it occurred to him that it would be a
pleasant thing if his only daughter were to fall in love with some
fortunate youth, and desire to marry him. A curate even. There
was Tillott. Why shouldn’t she marry Tillott ? He, Daniel Granger,
would give his child a handsome portion, and they could go through
life inspecting model cottages, and teaching village children the works
and ways of all those wicked kings of Israel, who made groves and
set up the idols of their heathen neighbours; a pure and virtuous
and useful life, without question, if tempered with some considera-
tion for the feelings of the model cottagers, and some mercy for the
brains of the humble scholars.

8zcoxp Bxmixs, You. V. F.8. Vor. XV. A
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rissa introductions to some of her dearest friends among the old
French nobility—people who had known Lord Calderwood in their
days of exile—and more than one dearest friend among the newer
lights of the Napoleonic firmament. Then there were a Russian prin-
cess and a Polish countess or so, whom Lady Laura had brought to
Mrs. Granger’s receptions in Clarges-street: so that Clarissa and
her husband found themselves at once in the centre of a circle, from
the elegant dissipations whereof there was no escape. The pretty
Mrs. Granger and the rich Mr. Granger were in request everywhere ; -
nor was the stately Sophia neglected, although she took her share in
all festivities with the familiar sunday-school primness, and seemed
to vivacious Gaul the very archetype of that representative young
English lady who is always exclaiming ¢ Shocking ! Even after her
arrival in Paris, when she felt herself so very near him, after so many
years of severance, Clarissa did not find it the easiest thing in the
world to see her brother. Mr. and Mrs. Granger had only spent a
couple of days in Paris during their honeymoon, and Daniel Granger
planned a round of sight-seeing, in the way of churches, picture-gal-
leries, and cemeteries, which fully occupied the first four or five days
after their arrival. Clarissa was obliged to be deeply interested in
all the details of gothic architecture—to appreciate Ingres, to give
her mind to Gerome—when her heart was yearning for that meeting
which she had waited so long to compass. Mr. Granger, as an idle
man, with no estate to manage—no new barns being built within
his morning’s ride—no dilapidated cottages to be swept away—was
not easily to be got rid of. He devoted his days to showing his wife
the glories of the splendid city, which he knew by heart himself,
and admired sufficiently in a sober business-like way. ‘The evenings
were mortgaged to society. Clarissa had been more than a week in
Paris before she had a morning to herself; and even then there was
Miss Granger to be disposed of, and Miss Granger’s curiosity to be
satisfied.

Mr. Granger had gone to breakfast at the Maison Dorée with a
mercantile magnate from his own country—a solemn commercial
breakfast, whereat all the airy trifles and dainty compositions of fish,
flesh, and fowl with which the butterfly youth of France are nour-
ished, were to be set before unappreciative Britons. At ten o’clock
Clarissa ordered her carriage. It was best to go in her own car-
riage, she thought, even at the risk of exciting the curiosity of
gservants. To send for a hired vehicle would have caused greater
wonder ; to walk alone was impossible ; to walk with her nurse and
child might have been considered eccentric.

She could not even take an airing, however, without some dis-
cussion with Miss Granger. That young lady was established in
the drawing-room—the vast foreign chamber, which never looked
like a home—illuminating a new set of gothic exts for the adorn-
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¢Not such a fine morning as this, Sophy. It would be such
a pity for baby to lose the sunshine; and I have really nothing to
do.’

‘If I bad known a little sooner that you were going, I would
have gone with you,’ said Miss Granger.

Clarissa’s countenance fell. She could not help that little trou.
bled look, which told Miss Granger that her society would not have
been welcome.

‘You would have had no objection to my coming with you, I
suppose ?’ the fair Sophia said sharply. ¢Baby is not quite a mono-
poly.”

< Of course not. If you'll put on your things now, Sophia, I'll -
wait for you.’

It was a hard thing for Clarissa to make the offer, when she had
been waiting so anxiously for this opportunity of seeing her brother.
To be in the same city with him, and not see him, was more painful
than to be divided from him by half the earth, as she had been. It
was harder still to have to plot and plan and stoop to falsehood in
order to compass a meeting. But she remembered the stern cold
look in her husband’s face when she had spoken of Austin, and she
could not bring herself to degrade her brother by entreating Daniel
Granger’s indulgence for his past misdeeds, or Daniel Granger’s
interest in his future fortunes.

Happily Sophia had made elaborate preparations for the gothic
texts, and was not inclined to waste so much trouble.

‘I have got my colours all ready,” she said, ‘and have put
everything out, you see. No, I don’t think I'll go to-day. But.
another time, if you'll be so kind as to let me know beforehand, I
shall be pleased to go with my brother. I suppose you know there’s
an east wind to-day, by the bye.’

The quarter whence the wind came, was & subject about which
Clarissa had never concerned herself. The sun was shining, and
the sky was blue.

¢ We have plenty of wraps,’ she said ; ¢ and we can have the car-
riage closed if we are cold.’ :

¢ It is not a day upon which I should take an infant out,” Miss
Granger murmured, dipping her brush in some Prussian-blue; ¢ but
of course you know best.’

¢ 0, we shall take care of baby, depend upon it. Good-bye,
Sophy.’

And Clarissa departed, anxious to avoid farther remonstrance
on the part of her step-daughter. She told the coachman to drive
to the Luxembourg-gardens, intending to leave the nurse and baby
to promenade that favourite resort, while she made her way on foot
to the Rue du Chevalier Bayard. She remembered that George
Fairfax had described her brother’s lodging as near the Luxembourg.
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He saw the faded counterpart of that bright face every morning in
his looking-glass.

She held out both her hands.

¢ Austin, don’t you know me ?’

He gave a cry of pleased surprise, and caught her in his arms.

“Clarissa !’ he exclaimed; ¢ why, my darling, how lovely you
have grown! My dear little Clary ! How well I remember the sweet
young face, and the tears, and kisses, and the slender little figure
in its childish dress, that day your father carried you off to school !
My own little Clary, what a happiness to see you! But you never
told me you were coming to Paris.’

¢No, dear, I kept that for a surprise. And are you really glad
to see me, Austin 2’

‘Really glad! Is there any one in the world could make me
gladder ?’

‘I am so happy to hear that. I was almost afraid you had
half forgotten me. Your letters were 8o few, and so short.’

¢ Letters!” cried Austin Lovel, with a laugh; I never was much
of a hand at letter-writing ; and then I hadn’t anything particularly
pleasant to write about. You mustn’t gauge my affection by the
length of my letters, Clary. And then I have to work deucedly
hard when I am at home, and have very little time for scribbling.’

Clarissa glanced round the room while he was speaking. Every
detail in her brother’s surroundings had an interest for her. Here,
as in the drawing-room, there was an untidy air about everything—
a want of harmony in all the arrangements. There were Flemish
carved-oak cabinets, and big Japan vases; a mantelpiece draped
with dusty crimson velvet, a broken Venetian glass above it, and a
group of rusty-looking arms on each side; long limp amber curtains
to the three tall windows, with festooned valances in an advanced
stage of disarrangement and dilapidation. There were some logs
burning on the hearth, a pot of chocolate simmering among the
ashes, and breakfast laid for one person upon a little table by
the fire—the remnant of a perigord-pie, flanked by a stone bottle of
curacoa.

She looked at her brother with anxious scrutinising eyes. No,
George Fairfax had not deceived her. He had the look of a man
who was going the wrong way. There were premature lines across
the forehead, and about the dark brilliant eyes; a nervous ex-
pression in the contracted lips. It was the face of a man who
burns the candle of life at both ends. Late hours, anxiety, dissi-
pation of all kinds, had set their fatal seal upon his countenance.

¢ Dear Austin, you are as handsome as ever; but I don’t think
you are looking well,” she said tenderly.

“ Don’t look 80 alarmed, my dear girl,” he answered lightly; ‘I
am well cnough ; that is to say, I am never ill, never knock under,
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or strike work. There are men who go through life like that—
never ill, and never exactly well. I rarely get up in the morning
without a headache; but I generally brighten considerably as the
sun goes down. We move with a contrary motion, Helos and 1.’

‘I am afraid you work too hard, and sit up too late.’

¢ As to working hard, my dear, that is a necessity; and going
out every night is another necessity. I get my commissions in
society.’

¢ But you must have a reputation by this time, Austin; and
commissions would come to you, I should think, without your
courting them.’

¢ No, child ; I have only a reputation de salon, I am only known
in a certain set. And s man must live, you see. To & man him-
self that is the primary necessity. Your generosity set me on my
legs last year, and tempted me to take this floor, and make s
slight advance movement altogether. I thought better rooms would
bring me better work—sitters for a new style of cabinet-portraits,
and so on. But so far the rooms have been comparatively a useless
extravagance. However, I go out a good deal, and meet a great
many influential people; so I can scarcely miss a suecess in the
end.’

‘¢ But if you sacrifice your health in the mean time, Austin.’

¢ Sacrifice my health ! That’s just like a woman. If a man looks
a trifle pale, and dark under the eyes, she begins to fancy he’s dying.
My poor little wife takes just the same notions into her head, and
would like me to stop at home every evening to watch her darn the
children’s stockings.’

I think your wife is quite right to be anxious, Austin; and it
would be much better for you to stay at home, even to see stockings
darned. It must be very dull for her too when you are out, poor
soul.’

Mr. Lovel shrugged his shoulders with a deprecating air.

¢ C’est son métier,” he said. I suppose she does find it rather
dismal at times ; but there are the children, you see—it is a woman's
duty to find all-sufficient society in her children. And now, Clary,
tell me about yourself. You have made a brilliant match, and arc
mistress of Arden Court. A strange stroke of fortune that. And
you are happy, I hope, my dear 2

‘I ought to be very happy,’ Clarissa answered, with a faint sigh,
thinking perhaps that, bright as her life might be, it was not quite
the fulfilment of her vague girlish dreams—not quite the life she
had fancied lying before her when the future was all unknown; ¢I
ought to be very happy and very grateful to Providence; and, O
Austin, my boy is the sweetest darling in the world I’

Austin Lovel looked doubtful for a moment, half inclined to think
‘my boy’ might stand for Daniel Granger.
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¢ You must see him, Austin,’ continued his sister; ¢ he is nearly
ten months old now, and such a beauty!’

€0, the baby!’ said Austin, rather coolly. ¢I daresay he’s a
nice little chap, and I should like to see him very much, if it were
practicable. But how about Granger himself? He is a good sort
of fellow, I hope.’

‘He is all goodness to.me,’ Clarissa answered gravely, casting
down her eyes as she spoke ; and Austin Lovel knew that the mar-
riage which had given his sister Arden Court had been no love-
match.

They talked for some time; talked of the old days when they had
been together at Arden; but of the years that made the story of
his life, Austin Lovel spoke very little.

‘I have always been an unlucky beggar,’ he said, in his careless
way. ¢ There’s very little use in going over old ground. Some men
never get fairly on the high-road of life. They spend their existence
wading across swamps, and scrambling through bushes, and never
reach any particular point at the end. My career has been that sort
of thing.’

“But you are so young, Austin,’ pleaded Clarissa, ‘ and may do
so much yet.’

He shook his head with an air of hopelessness that was "half
indifference.

‘My dear child, I am neither a Raffaelle nor a Doré,’ he said,
‘and I'd need be one or the other to redeem my past. But so long
as I can pick up enough to keep the little woman yonder and the
bairns, and get a decent cigar and an honest bottle of Bordeaux, I'm
content. Ambition departed from me ten years ago.’

¢ O Austin, I can’t bear to hear you say that ! With your genius
you ought to do so much. I wish you would be friends with my
husband, and that he could be of use to you.’

¢ My dear Clarissa, put that idea out of your mind at once and
for ever. There can be no such thing as friendship between Mr.
Granger and me. Do you remember what Samuel Johnson said
about some one’s distaste for clean linen—*¢ And I, sir, have no pas-
sion for it !”" I confess to having no pasalon for respectable people.
I am very glad to hear Mr. Granger is a good husband; but he’s
much too respectable a citizen for my acquaintance.’

Clarissa sighed; there was a prejudice here, even if Daniel
Granger could have been induced to think kindly of his brother-
in-law.

¢ Depend upon it, the Prodigal Son had a hard time of it after
the fatted calf had been eaten, Clary, and wished himself back among
the swine. Do you think, however lenient his father might be, that
his brother and the friends of the family spared him? His past
was thrown in his face, you may be sure. I daresay he went back
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as my own entanglements that drove me to seek my fortunes on the
other side of the world.’

Austin Lovel opened one of the doars, and called his wife.

¢ Come here, Bessie; I've a pleasant surprise for you.’

Mrs. Lovel appeared quickly in answer to this summons. She
had changed her morning-dress for a purple silk, which was smartly
trimmed, but by no means fresh, and she had dressed her hair, and
refreshed her complexion by a liberal application of violet powder.
She had a look which can only be described as  flashy’—a look that
struck Clarissa unpleasantly, in spite of herself.

Her expressions of surprise did not sound quite so natural as
they might have done—for she had been listening at the folding-
doors during a considerable part of the interview ; but she seemed
really delighted by Mrs. Granger’s condescension, and she kissed
that lady with much affection.

‘I'm sure I do feel proud to know any relation of Austin’s,” she
said, ‘and you most of all, who have been so kind to him. Heaven
knows what would have become of us last winter, if it hadn’t been
for your generosity.’

Clarissa laid her hand upon Bessie Lovel’s lips.

‘You mustn’t talk of generosity between my brother and me,’
she said ; ¢ all I have in the world is at his service. And now let
me see my nephews, please ; and:then I must run away.’

The nephews were produced ; the boy Clarissa had seen, and
another of smaller growth—pale-faced, bright-eyed little fellows.
They too had been subjected to the infliction of soap-and-water and
hair-brushes, clean pinafores, and so an, since Mrs. Granger’s arrival.
. She knelt down and kissed them both, with real motherly ten-
derness, thinking of her own darling, and the difference between his
fortunes and theirs; and then, after a warm caress, she slipped a na-
poleon into each little warm hand, ‘to buy toys,’ and rose to depart.

‘I must hurry away now, Austin,’ she said; ‘but I shall come
again very soon, if I may. Good-bye, dear, and God bless you.’

The embrace that followed was a very fervent one. It had been
sweet to meet again after so many years, and it was hard to leave
him so soon—to leave him with the conviction that his life was a
wreck. But Clarissa had no time to linger. The thought of the
baby in the Luxembourg-gardens had been distracting her for ever
so long. These stolen meetings must needs be short. :

She looked at her watch when she got back to the street, and
found, to her horror, that she had been very nearly an hour away from
the nurse and her charge. The carriage was waiting at the gate,
and she had to encounter the full fire of her servants’ gaze as she
crossed the road and went into the gardens. Yes, there was the
baby’s blue-velvet pelisse resplendent at the end of an avenue. Cla-
rissa walked quickly to meet him.
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¢ My darling !’ she cried. ¢ Has he been waiting for his mamma ?
I hope he has not been tired of the gardens, nurse 2’

‘Yes, ma’am, he have been tired,’ replied Mrs. Brobson, with
an outraged air. ¢ There ain’t much in these gardens to keep a baby
of his age amused for an hour at a stretch; and in a east wind too!
It’s right down cutting at that corner.’

¢ Why didn’t you take him home in the carriage, nurse? 1Tt
would have been better than running any risk of his catching cold.’

¢ What, and leave you without a conveyance, ma’am ? I couldn’t
have done that !’

‘I was detained longer than I expected to stay. O, by the bye,
you need not mention to Miss Granger that I have been making a
call. The people I have beento see are—are in humble circum-
stances; and I don’t want her to know anything about it.’

‘T hope I know my duty, ma’am,’ replied Mrs. Brobson stiffly.
That hour’s parading in the gardens, without any relief from her
subordinate, had soured her temper, and inclined her to look with
unfavourable eyes upon the conduct of her mistress. Clarissa felt
that she had excited the suspicion of her servant, and that all her
future meetings with her brother would involve as much plotting
and planning as would serve for the ripening of a political con-
spiracy.




THE DEAD SUMMER-TIME

THE Autumn may come with her splendour,
Full-breasted, gold-wreath’d, lips of red,
With largess of charms that may lend her
Grace richer than summer-tide sped.
Can her plenty, her pride, and her glories
Sweet summer-time make me forget ?
O, sweet happy time, that no more is,
I cling to you, dwell on you yet!

O, that time when, day nestling in shadow,
The summer-light just growing dim,

Book in hand, by the marge of the meadow,
I thought of, I waited for him !

Ab, sweet was the rhyme—well I know it !
Was it epic or lyrical lay 2—

Which help’d me—and writ by what poet 2—
To beguile the last moments of day!

The Summer, methinks, is a maiden
Light-hearted and gladsome in mien ;
And Autumn, the heavily laden
With wealth, she comes on like a queen.
And Summer is all expectation,s
And tremulous over with joy;
And Autumn she brings consummation,
But the pleasures achieved, soon they cloy!

They are fair, sunlit stubble and fallow,
The woods’ lustrous deepening hue ;
But restore me the joys which you bore me,

O Summer, the hopeful and true !
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Sweet to watch was the harvest’s rich token,
Ere the work of the reaper was done ;

Sweet, sweet were Love’s promises, spoken
In the days of the Summer that’s gone.

From Night ‘we her beauties must borrow.
Night draws on as evening descends,
That tells us of tears and of sorrow
For friends, and the parting of friends.
Sweet Summer! all hope and all gladness,
Fit topic for soul-cheering rhyme,
Dispel for me Autumn its sadness,
Restore me the sweet summer-time !

T. H. 8. ESCOTT.
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